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PHOTOGRAPHS 


We  have  designed  a  unique 
style  for  your  application  pic- 
tures— just  the  one  needed  to 
secure  a  good  position — right 
size,  right  finish,  reasonably 
priced. 


EUGENE  L  RAY 


Official  Photographer 

for 

Northwestern  University 


Studio:  1606  CHICAGO  AVE. 
Uni.  2238 
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SNOW 
You  are  beautiful. 
You  are  lovely. 
You  are  a  white-clad  maiden 
Who  rides  the  winter  wind. 
You   transform    the   world 
Into  a  rhapsody  in  silver. 
But  you  sure  play  hell   with 
Our  automobiles. 

— Sour  Mash 


Youth:    You    haven't    said    a    single 
word  for  twenty  minutes. 

Co-ed:    Well,    I    didn't     have     any- 
thing to  say. 

Youth:  Don't  you  ever  say  anytthing 
when  you  have  nothing  to  say.-^ 

Co-ed:    No. 

Youth:  Well,  then,  will  you  be  my 
wife .'' 

—  Widow 


NUTS  TO  HIM 

He  felt  sort  of  silly  walking  up  to 
the  soda  fountain  with  two  bags  of 
peanuts  in  his  hand.  The  two  girls 
sitting  at  the  counter  smiled  at  him 
in  an  amused  fashion. 

"Want  some  peanuts?"  He  ven- 
tured, holding  out  one  of  the  pack- 
ages.    The   brunette   shook   her   head. 

"Sure,"  said  the  blonde,  "I'm  nuts 
about  them." 

So  he  and  the  blonde  sat  next  to 
each  other  and  ate  peanuts.  They  ate 
and  ate;  finally  they  had  finished  one 
bag  of  them. 

"Want  some  more?"  he  asked, 
pointing  to  the  full  sack  lying  on  the 
counter. 

"No,  thank  you,"  she  replied,  "I 
couldn't  eat  another  one.  I'm  full." 

So  he  took  the  bag  full  of  peanuts 
and  went  home  and  went  to  bed. 

— Chaparral 

♦ 

A.  T.  O.:  "Woman's  greatest  at- 
traction is  her  hair." 

K.  A.:  "I  say  it  is  her  eyes." 
Phi:  "It  is  unquestionably  her  teeth. " 
K.  D.:   "Why  don't  you  mugs  quit 
lying  to  each  other?" 

— Frivol 


If 


IT  WASN'T  ETHER 


neither/ 


IT  was  me  paralyzuig  comtination 
of  rank  totacco  in  a  pipe  tkat 
needed  a  major  cleaning  operation. 
For  wide-awake  smoking  happiness  we 
prescribe  regular  pipe  cleaning  and  a 
diet  of  mild  Sir  Walter  Raleigk 
Tobacco.  Sir  Walter  is  a  most  re- 
markable combination  of  sunsbiny 
'  Kentucky  Burleys.  So  cool  and  slow- 
burning  it  beals  scorcbed  tongues  and 
nurses  groucbes  into  grins;  so  deligbt- 
fully  fragrant  it  will  make  you  and 
your  pipe  welcome  in  any  ward  or 
living-room.  Try  a  1 5  (^  tin — see  wby 
it's  become  a  national  favorite. 


FREE  booklet  tc"3  I.ow  to  make 
ynur  old  pipe  taste  better,  sweet- 
er; how  to  break  in  a  rcw  pipe. 
\^'rite  for  eopy  today.  Brown  &. 
Tt'iIliani?on  Tobacco  Corporation, 
Louisville,  Kentucky.  Dcpt.  W-C2 
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FERN 


not    pa n s y ! 


Mr.  Cole,  that  merry  old  soul,  is  all  in  a  lather  about  something  new: — 
the  superlative  Foiigere  Royale  shaving  soap  in  a  handsomely  turned- 
out  wooden  bowl.  This  natural  wood  bowl  is  the  ideal  keeper  of  the 
Royal  soap,  a  joy  to  handle,  and  an  economy  to  use.  The  soap  in- 
side is  tops,  with  the  added  dis- 
tinction of  the  Fotigere  Royale 
(Royal  Fern)  fragrance. 

No  female  fragrance  this;  it's 
all  man!  The  Bowl,  wrapped  for 
giving  ...  in  shiny  cellophane  .  .  . 
Price  $1.00. 

Fougere  Royale  After-Shaving  Lotion 

is  a  cocktail  for  your  face;  an  exhilarating 
pick-up;  a  smoother  of  skins  and  a  soother  of 
razor  nicks;  an  unfailing  delight  to  your 
senses.  S5c. 

-;» <«■ 

Fougere  Royale  Talc  is  a  luxury  that  im- 
mediately becomes  a  necessity  to  the  man 
who  abhors  the  coquettish  odeurs  of  ordinary 
talcum.  Skin-tone,  natural  in  effect,  supreme 
in  quality.  Sic. 

FOUGERE    ROYALE 


by    HOUBIGANT 


for  men 


$250 

IN  PRIZES 

for  the  best  piece  of  verse,  brief 
prose  effusion  or  carioon  by  an  un- 
der-graduate,  describing  the  special 
virtues  of  the  fragrance  known  as 
FOUGERE  ROYALE  (Royal  Fern). 
Title  of  your  contribution  must  be 
"FERN,  NOT  PANSY." 

Verse  or  prose  pieces  can  be  as 
short  or  long  as  you  like;  the  briefer, 
the  better.  Cartoons  will  be  judged 
by  idea  rather  than  artistic  skill. 

First  prize  .  .  ^100 

Second  prize  .  ^50 

and  Ten  (10) 
Ten  Dollar  Prizes! 

The  judges  will  be  Mr.  Newman 
Levy,  Versifier,  Mr.  Don  Herold, 
Cartoonist,  Mr.  Milton  Goodman, 
Adman,  and  their  decisions  will  be 
absolutely  final.  No  entries  will  be 
returned.  In  the  event  cf  a  tie,  dupli- 
cate awards  will  be  given. 

Fougere  Royale  (Houbigant)  re- 
serves the  right  to  use  winning  en- 
tries in  future  advertisements. 

• 
Your  entry  or  entries  must  be 
mailed  to  Fougere  Royale,  Houbi- 
gant, S39  West  4Sth  St.,  New  York 
City  by  April  30th,  1936. 


PURPLE    PARROT 


At  certain  times  it  is  far  from  wise, 

To  be  unrestrained  before  female  eyes. 
Or  say  what  you  really  want  to  say. 

With  adequate  words  in  a  colorful  way. 
So  try  to  pretend  that  you  still  like  dogs. 

That  there  isn't  a  tear  in  the  Sunday  togs  . 
Be  calm— collected— pull  down  your  vest, 

Let  the  yellow  package  put  nerves  at  rest, 
It  costs  you  no  more  to  enjoy  the  best,  to  .  .  . 


with 

BeechNut 


Co-ed:  I  want  to  tatoo  a  cat  on  my 
knee. 

Tattooer:   Nope,  I'll  tattoo  a  giraffe 
or  nothing. 

— Princess  Tiger 


Lashes   to   lashes, 

Chest   to   bust; 
I£  she  puckers   her  lips 

Then    in   God    we'll    trust! 

— Widow 


'WILL  PO'WER 
Our  idea  of  a  man  with  strength  of 
mind   is   one   who   can   eat   one   salted 
peanut. 

—Log 


See   the   little   Kappa, 

How  happy  she  appears 
It    isn't   any   wonder — 

She  just  has  had  3  beers. 

—Rival 


Dear  Editor: 

I  am  a  young  girl  in  my  teens.  The 
young  man  I  went  out  with  Monday 
night  was  clean.   What's   my  trouble? 

'Worried 
Dear   Worried: 

You  can  excuse  the  boy  this  time, 
because  Monday  is  so  near  Saturday 
night.  Try  to  arrange  to  date  this  par- 
ticular boy  on  Friday  evenings. 

The  young  man  you  were  out  with 


Soph:    "Why  is   a   crack   in  a   chair 
bottom  like  a  traffic  policeman?" 

Sophess:   "I  couldn't  say." 

Soph:    "They'll   both   pinch   you   if 
you   don't   park   right." 

— Exchange 


He— "Hello,  Baby," 

She — "I'll   have  you  know  I'm  no- 
body's  baby." 

He — "Well,   wouldn't   you   feel   like 
hell   at   a   family   reunion?" 

—Burr 


THE   ANIMAL  LOVER 
Pretty  Polly,  want  a  cracker — 
(You'd  better  talk,  you  dirty  slacker.) 
Nice   li'l    doggie,   sit   and    beg — 
( — if   you   don't   I'll   break   your   leg.) 
Good  old  pussy,  lick  your  dish 
(I'd  like  to  feed  you  to  the  fish.) 
Such  a  sweet  pony,  does  it  neigh 
(I'll  put  some  arsenic  in  the  hay.) 
You    say    the    poor    little    things    have 

itches 
(I'd    like   to   choke   the — Ed.   No   you 
don't.) 

♦ 
Prof. — Name   two   ways   to    turn    a 
man's   head  ? 

Co-ed — Rattle  money  or  rustle  a 
skirt. 

—Pup 

♦ 

Kemmerer:  "Why  is  your  car  painted 
blue  on  one  side,  and  red  on  the 
other?" 

Hulen:  "It's  a  great  scheme.  You 
should  hear  the  witnesses  contradict- 
ing each  other." 

—Rice  Owl 
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Need  Cheaters 


WILLIAM  P.  BARKER 


Optician 


708  Church  St.  Uni.  4440 

EVANSTON 


"And   what   did   Santy   do   after   he 
left  the  presents?" 

"He  went  to  bed  with  mother." 

— Record 


The  doctor  looked  into  the  patient's 
eye  and  said  "I  can  see  that  you  are 
suffering  from  gastritis,  appendicitis, 
diabetes,  and  sleeping  sickness."  The 
patient  replied:  "Try  the  other  eye, 
Doc,  that  one  is  glass." 

—Log. 


TED  WEEMS'  MUSIC 


AMERICA'S  FINEST 
FLOOR  SHOW! 

NO    COVER    CHARGE 

DINNER    $2.50 
SUPPER  $2.00 

Sat.,  Sun.  and 
Hoi.  J2.50 


Why  does  a  girl  raise  one  foot  when 
she's  being  kissed.^ 

So    she    can    kick    the    fellow    if   he 
tries  to  back  out. 

—Log 


Before  1936  is  too  far  gone  we  want 
to  recall  one  of  our  favorite  jokts  of 
the  past  year.  It's  old,  everybody's 
heard  it,  and  it  even  appeared  in  the 
Parrot  not  long  ago,  but  it  still  tickles 
us  every  time  we  hear  it.  Our  en- 
gineering friend  probably  doesn't  think 
so  much  of  it,  but  he  doesn't  even  ap- 
preciate the  marvel  of  the  Arkansas 
ridge-running  hogs.  (You  know,  the 
ones  that  have  legs  several  inches 
shorter  on  one  side  than  the  other  so 
they  can  make  their  way  along  those 
sharp  Arkansas  ridges  on  an  even 
keel.)  He  might  sneer  at  this  old  favo- 
rite of  ours,  and  so  might  you.  It's  the 
one  about  the  deacon  who  was  peace- 
fully dozing  through  the  sermon  in  the 
front  pew  of  the  little  church  one 
Sunday  A.  M.  The  preacher,  desiring 
a  hymn  turned  to  the  somnolent  one. 
"Lead,  deacon,"  he  said  pompously. 
"Lead,  hell,"  says  the  deac,  snapping 
awake.     "I  just  dealt." 


"I'm  sorry  that  I  haven't  a  nickel," 
said  the  lady  as  she  handed  the  car 
conductor  a  ten  dollar  bill. 

"Don't  worry,  lady,  you're  going  to 
have  199  of  'em  in  a  couple  of  min- 
utes!" 

— The  Log. 

♦ 

Rookie:  "I'm  a  little  stiff  from  bowl- 
ing, sir." 

Coach:  "I  don't  care  where  you're 
from,   get   to   work." 

— Froth 

Tongue  twisters  have  always  been 
amusing,  but  we  have  one  that  we 
guarantee  will  send  any  party  goofy. 
All  that  is  needed  is  a  few  drinks  and 
the  most  amazing  things  will  result 
from  attempting  to  master  the  follow- 
ing: A  skunk  sat  on  a  stump.  The 
skunk  thunk  the  stump  stunk  and  the 
stump  thunk  the  skunk  stunk. 

— ]ester. 
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WE  OFFER— for  a 
limited  time 
only! — the  new  Ever- 
sharp  pencil  for  only 
49  cents!  Compare  it 
with  any  $1  pencil! 
A  GENUINE  EVER- 
SHARP. 

Holds  the  famous 
4-inch  Square  Lead 
—the  lead  that  writes 
smoother  and  jour 
times  as  long!  Get 
yours,  and  FREE  box 
of  Jumbo-Size  eras- 
ers tiow! 

—  regular  l^c"KedTop" 
package  of  Eversharp 
Square  Lead  for  10c  if 
bought  with  pencil. 


RENT  OR  BUY  A— 
TYPEWKITER 

Underwood  Universal 

$49.50 — Easy  Terms 

Or  If  You  Prefer,  Rent  a  Machine 
$7.50  for  3  Montlis  $3.00  Monthlv 


NORTHWESTERN 

STUDENT  CO 'OP 

1726  Orrington  Ave.         Gre.  2600 

EVANSTON 


PURPLE     PARROT 


HOW  THE  JUDGE 
LOST  HIS   FIRST 
PIPE... AND  F=OUND 
IT  AGAIN 


YOU  KMOW.  SHERIFF^    I'VE  GOT  THE    FIRST  PIPE  I 
EVER  OWNED  RIGHT    HERE    IN)    MY  COLLECTION  ! 
I  BOUGHT  IT  UP  IN   THE    MORTH    W/OODS     IN    A 

LOGGINl'  CAMP   AMD    PROMPTLY    BURNED 

MY  INITIALS  ON   IT 


,      I'll  NEVER  FORGET  THE        * 
SPRING   DRIVE  !     r  WAS   JUST 
A   klD    THEN  _OWE  DAV  I 
LOST    MY   FOOTING 


GOSH,   IT'S 

^P  HEARD    YOU?' 

LUCKY  YOU 

■r  SAY,  NOBODY 

HEARD    ME 

^   HEARD   NOTHIN, 

YELL  FOR      > 

ffl    IN  ALL  THIS 

I  HELP/      J^ 

^      UPROAR  _   M 

i 

''i 

^^ 

^Ml 

tj|CT#/ 

l~Eli 

7      ^f^     Y/^^^^ 

^W^ 

^^^-"^^wy  \-^^— 

'^^^^^^M 

THE    BOSS    LOGGER 
HAD    SEEN    MY    PIPE 
COME  FLOATING    DOWN 

THE  River that's 


WHEN  HE  FIRST 
FIGGEREO  I  WAS 
IN  TROUBLE- 


A   CORNCOB  -EM  ? 
THAT'S  THE   KIND 

I    SMOKE   MYSELF 

LOADED    WITH 

PRINCE  ALBERT! 


WHAT  TO  EXPECT  WHEN  YOU  TRY  PRINCE  ALBERT 


It  was  Prince  Albert  that  popularized 
the  improved,  scientific  style  of  cut 
— "crimp  cut."  And  Prince  Albert 
that  brought  forward  the  special 
P.  A.  process  that  banishes  all  harsh- 
ness and  "bite."  It  is  made  from 
choicest  tobaccos  and  recognized  as 


the  world's  leading  smoking  tobacco. 
So  expect  mildness  from  P.  A.  and 
a  soothing  mellowness.  Try  Prince 
Albert  on  the  trial  terms  given 
below — lOO^o  refund  if  you're  not 
delighted  with  Prince  Albert.  Great 
for   roll  -  your  -  own    cigarettes   too. 


OUR   OFFER  TO   PIPE   SMOKERS 

"You  must  be  pleased" 
Smoke  20  fragrant  pipefuls  of  Prince  Albert, 
the  mellowest,  tastiest  pipe  tobacco  you  ever 
pocket  tin  with  the  rest  of  the  tobacco  in  it  to 
in  a  month  from  this  date,  and  we  will  refund 
plus  postage.  (Signed)  R.  J,  Reynolds  Tobacco  Co 


If  you  don't  find  it 
smoked,  return  the 
us  at  any  time  with- 
fuU  purchase  price, 

.,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 


LBERT 


THE    NATIONAL 
JOY  SMOKE! 


"MH  IIMMI  II II  I    III    lllll  IIIIIIIIII1II     Al 
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pipefiils  of 

fragrant  tobacco  in  every 

2-oz.  tin  of  Prince  Albert. 
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Our  Sweetheart  Issue 

We  know  what  your  thoughts  are  concerning  the  subject  of  this  issue 
■ — timely,  but  not  new.  Dear  public,  Valentine's  Day  was  not  alone  re- 
sponsible for  our  choice  of  theme.  Rather,  several  situations  on  this  cam- 
pus which  we've  considered  for  a  long  while  but  which  have  not  been 
publicly  exposed  strengthened  our  determination  to  put  love  life  in  the  lime 
light. 

There  is  a  favored  excuse  among  professors  who  give  D's  to  students 
that  the  only  purpose  of  college  attendance  is  to  seek  a  worthy  spouse. 
What  a  jumble  of  tradition  and  regulation  contradict  themselves  to  affect 
this  search. 

Consider  the  pin  hanging  craze, for  for  instance.  The  institution  began 
as  a  real  tie — much  as  an  engagement.  Now  a  pin  assures  a  guick  sev- 
ering of  affections. 

Sam  and  his  lantern  are  what  might  be  called  a  regulation  of  our  uni- 
versity. His  duty  counterbalances  his  Irish  blood  and  he  sees  to  it  that  the 
interests  of  romance  are  not  furthered. 

Contradiction  rules,  much  to  our  pleasure,  and  we  have  the  recent 
installation  of  a  house  mother  or  two  on  North  Campus.  This  is  an  unex- 
pected and  commendable  impetus  added  to  the  Great  Search. 

A  certain  governing  association  on  South  Campus  has  relaxed  and 
given  an  added  number  of  hours  to  men  callers.  This  should  inspire  all 
dashing  youg  men  with  amorous  intent. 

There  has  been  an  astounding  neglect,  however,  of  one  measure 
which  would  assist  the  Great  Search  more  than  anything  considered  thus 
far.  We're  speaking  of  a  dating  bureau.  It's  merits  are  obvious  and 
need  not  be  advanced.  We  also  recommend  that 
it  should  be  set  up  under  ECA  and  that  involved 
detail  should  be  reguired  of  those  who  register  gj   i/^ 

with  it,  attaching  most  importance  to  traits  of  per-  nL_^^ 

sonalty.  fYyyJ 

With  these  thoughts  came  our  inspiration.  'tyu\j\^ 
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'ROUND 
THE  LOOP  . 


THE  PALMER  HOUSE  ...  The  Empire  Room  .  .  . 
Ted  Weems'  glorious  music  .  .  .  The  "Palm  Beach 
Revue"  .  .  .  Dine  .  .  .  $2.50  .  .  .  Sup  .  .  .  $2.00 
.  .  .  Sai-urday  .  .  .  $2.50 

THE  DRAKE  .  .  .  Dancing  in  the 
Sold  Coast  Room  .  .  .  Jack 
HyHon  and  his  Continental  Revue 
.  .  .  $2.00  minimum  .  .  .  Satur- 
day ..  .  $2.50 

THE  COLLEGE  INN  .  .  .  Hotel  Sherman  .  .  . 
George  Olsen  and  Ethel  Shutta  .  .  .  Featuring  a 
new  ice  skating  show  .  .  .  Minimums  .  .  .  $2.00 
and  $2.50 

THE   TERRACE   ROOM  ...  In 

the  Morrison  Hotel  .  .  .  Art  Jarrett 
and  his  orchestra  .  .  .  Coming  Ted 
Lewis  March  13  .  .  .  Dinner  .  .  . 
$2.50  .  .  .  Supper  .  .  .  $2.00  .  .  . 
Sat.  .  .  .  $2.50 


With  Johnnie 
Fuller 


THE  STEVENS  .  .  .  Harry  Sosnik's  orchestra 
in  the  Continental  Room  .  .  .  Presenting  a  novel 
floor  show  .  .  .  $1.50  minimum  .  .  .  Saturday  .  .  . 
$2.00 

THE  BISMARCK  ...  The  Walnut 
Room  .  .  .  Phil  Levant's  orchestra 
with  George  Nelidoff  and  Com- 
pany .  .  .  $1.50  minimum,  Satur- 
day 

KITTY   DAVIS   .   .   .   Collegian    Rendezvous   .   .    . 
Where  pennants  vie  in  importance  with  high  spirits 


SHOWSPOTS 


SELWYN  .  .  .  "Boy  Meets  Girl"  . 
est  comedy  hit  .  .  .  Don't  miss  it. 


Seasons  smart- 


HARRIS  .  .  .  "Personal  Appearance"  .  .  .  with  Gladys 
George  ...  A  novel  satire  of  Hollywood  life. 


FINAL      PAUSE 


THE  HUT  . . .  Opposite  Wil- 
lard  Hall 


STUDENT  GRILL  .  .  .  East 
of  Fisk  ...  on  the  lake 

THE  SAN  PEDRO  ...  No 
Man's  Land 


COOLEY'S    CUPBOARD 

.  .  .  Popular  meeting  places 
.  .  .  Main  .  .  .  Chicago  .  .  . 
Orrington 


THE  HUDDLE  .  .  .  Student 
Rendezvous  .  .  .  Orrington 
Avenue 


COMPLETE  PARTY  SERVICE  .  .  .  "Will  co-operate  with  any 
budget"  .  .  .  Associated  orchestra  and  complete  party  service 
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By  TOM  CARMODY 


you     flat-faced     feather     duster, 


"I   don't   think   I'll   be   able   to   help 
you   with  any   parrot   jokes",  writes   a 
friend  from  the  east.  "The  only  story 
about  a  parrot  that  I  know  is  the  one 
about  the  parrot  who  lived  by  the  docks 
over  in  Liverpool.  His  claim   to  fame 
was     established     the     day       he     kept 
squawking,  'Back!  Back!'  to  a  team  of 
horses    hitched    to   a    large    dray    until 
they  backed  right  into  the  harbor.  But 
if  you  can  do  anything  with  that  you're 
a  better  man  than  I  am."    After  con- 
sidering   the    matter    we    agreed    with 
him,  and  decided  to  run  the  story  that 
got  lost  between  someplace  and  some- 
place else  last  issue.  It  was  about  the 
man  whose  pet  parrot  was  pining  away 
for  lack  of  a  mate.   He  made  strenu- 
ous efforts  to  get  a  wife  for  his  bird, 
but  the  closest  he   could  come  to  set- 
ting his  bird  up  in  connubial  bliss  was 
by  getting  a  nice,  inoffensive,  lady  owl 
for   the   cage.   The   parrot   didn't   take 
to  this  arrangement  at  all,  and  treated 
his   new   mistress    with   contempt   and 
aversion.  The  first  inkling  that  the  man 
had   that  his   pet  wasn't  content  with 
the   owl   came  when  he  gave  a   party 
one  night.  During  the  progress  of  the 
brawl  he  ducked  into  the  room  where 
the  two  birds  were,  bringing  with  him 
a  young  lady  with  the  object  of  pitch- 
ing a  little  wooo  as  they  say  at  N.  D. 
The  parrot  no  sooner  spotted  the  two 
when   he   ups   in   his   own   fresh   way, 
and     chirps,     "Oh,     oh!     Somebody's 
gonna    get    kissed!"    The    lovely    little 
owl,  over  in  her  corner  perked  up  a 
bit.     "Whoooo.''    whooo?"   she   cooed. 
The  parrot  turned  on  her  irately.  "Not 


This  month  this  column  is  awarding 
a  special  prize  of  a  pair  of  oversized 
horn-rimmed  goggles  complete  with 
lace  curtains  and  hand-painted  wind- 
shield wipers  to  the  gentleman  we 
read  about  out  in  the  blizzard-swept 
west  the  other  day.  This  man  was 
driving  along  into  the  teeth  of  the  gale, 
undaunted  by  the  odds  nature  was 
piling  up  against  him.  Suddenly  on 
the  road  ahead  he  saw  a  twisting, 
swirling,  column  of  snow  sweeping  its 
wayt  oward  him.  Still  undaunted  he 
stepped  on  the  gas,  gritted  his  teeth, 
and  drove  right  into  the  whirlwind. 
When  he  came  to  about  two  hours 
later  he  learned  that  he  had  attacked 
a  huge  ten-ten  rotary  plow  that  was 
clearing  the  snow  off  the  road. 


Attention,  Seniors!  The  S.  S.  M.  W. 
A.  G.  T.  C.  C.  T.  S.  has  received 
official  approbation  from  the  high 
councils  of  the  Class  of  1936.  Yes  sirree! 
One  of  the  most  hotly  discussed  topics 
of  the  first  meeting  of  the  Senior  Com- 
mission was  the  question  of  cane 
carrying  this  spring.  Sentiment  is 
strongly  in  favor  of  reviving  this  hal- 
lowed and  noble  tradition,  and  all  that 
remains  to  be  settled  is  the  day  when 
the  Senior  Men  Who  Are  Going  to 
Carry  Canes  This  Spring  start  carry- 
ing them,  and  the  particular  style  of 
stick  to  be  swung.  These  are  but  minor 
points,  of  course,  and  will  be  an- 
nounced in  plenty  of  time  to  enable 
all   concerned   to   outfit    themselves   in 


the  proper  manner.  This  column  is  of 
course  proud  of  the  part  it  has  played 
in  resusticating  the  tradition,  and  is 
overjoyed  at  the  successful  outcome. 
We  regret  that  the  action  of  the  Senior 
class  bars  all  other  undergraduates  from 
recognized  participation  in  the  cane- 
carrying.  For  them,  we  say,  there  will 
be  yet  other  years.  It's  just  one  more 
incentive  for  all  undergraduates  to 
stay  in  school  till  the  spring  of  their 
senior  year.  Hail,  fellow  Seniors!  Hail, 
Senior  Men  Who  Are  Going  to  Carry 
Canes  This  Spring!  Hail,  Canes! 


Our  favorite  journalist  has  scored  an- 
other scoop!  Yep,  Mr.  Hearst  has  done 
it  again!  With  fearlessness  and  intrepi- 
dity he  has  unearthed  and  exposed  and 
denounced  the  actions  of  an  insidious 
group  who  were  undermining  the 
moral  resources  of  our  America  by 
hatching,  of  all  things,  a  "peace  plot". 
Mr.  Hearst  will  not  have  anyone  in 
this  country  hatching  plots.  Not  even 
peace  plots.  Not  withoutt  his  permis- 
sion, anyway. 


Mr.  Fred  Niemann  who  is  the  de- 
mon photographer,  traveler,  bon  vivant, 
and  raconteur  (buUshooter,  to  you  and 
me),  of  the  campus  is  working  hard 
to  publicize  his  new  movie.  He  sidled 
up  to  us  the  other  day.  "How  about 
some  publicity  for  our  movie  in  your 
next  column.?"  he  hinted  delicately. 
"It's  going  to  be  shown  in  a  month 
or  so,  and  from  the  way  production 
has  been  going  it  looks  as  if  we've  got 
a  real  show  this  year."  We  hemmed 
and  hawed,  and  looked  for  a  way  out, 
but  he  had  us  cleverly  trapped  behind 
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a  desk  and  a  pile  of  unused  Syllabi. 
"We've  already  taken  the  scenes  where 
Marty  Purnell  is  transformed  into 
even  more  of  a  ravishing  beauty  than 
she  really  is.  And  the  shower  room 
scenes!"  We  are  still  trying  to  get 
away.  "Our  next  big  scene  is  going  to 
be  taken  down  in  the  Mayfair  Room," 
he  went  on  unctuously.  "I'll  let  you 
know  what  day  it's  going  to  be,  so 
you  can  come  down  and  get  some  ma- 
terial. We'll  probably  have  a  nice  little 
party."  That  settled  it.  We  capitulated, 
figuring  that  the  columnist  racket  was 
about  to  pay  dividends,  and  for  the 
dance  in  the  Mayfair  Room  agreed  to 
divert  some  of  our  talent  to  the  cause 
of  "Soft  Hat".  Fool  that  we  were!  The 
days  went  by,  and  no  information 
from  Niemann  about  the  party  at  the 
Mayfair  Room.  Finally  we  realized 
that  we  had  been  oiled,  and  imme- 
diately we  made  a  solemn  resolve.  We 
will  not  give  any  publicity  to  the 
movie.  Right  now,  and  publicity,  we 
say,  to  hell  with  it.  It  probably  won't 
be  as  good  as  last  year's  anyway. 

Right  now,  before  it  slips  our  mind 


we  will  print  the  answers  to  those 
riddles  we  ran  last  month.  They're 
really  too  easy,  but  probably  with 
exams  and  all  some  of  the  readers 
won't  have  had  the  time  to  waste  on 
them.  The  difference  between  the  or- 
phan boy,  the  prince  of  Wales,  the 
bald-headed  man,  and  the  monkey's 
mother  is,  naturally,  this:  The  orphan 
boy  has  ne'er  a  parent,  the  prince  of 
Wales  is  an  heir  apparent,  the  bald- 
headed  man  has  no  hair  apparent,  and 
the  monkey's  mother  is  a  hairy  parent. 
This  and  that  should  be  considered  as 
a  unit,  and  turns  out  to  equal  seven 
and  one  third.  The  little  bee  flew  for 
just  one  hour  at  his  best  speed,  so  he 
flew  just  fifty-five  miles.  The  one 
about  the  three  men  with  spots  is  a 
little  troublesome,  but  works  out  easily 
if  you  consider  what  would  have  hap- 
pened if  the  brainy  gent  had  not  had 
a  spot.  The  last  one  is  our  favorite 
for  the  year.  The  answer  is  that  the 
little  boy  was  fibbing.  The  girl  was 
his  sister. 


We've    just    got    one     twister     this 
month,   and    it's   a    cinch.        Detective 
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Blind  Date 


Hawkshaw  was  called  to  solve  a  mur- 
der. It  wasn't  long  before  he  had 
narrowed  the  suspects  down  to  three 
men.  A,  B,  and  C.  These  men  he 
knew  were  murderer,  robber,  and  for- 
ger, but  not  respectively.  B.  confessed 
that  he  was  the  robber.  Who  was  the 
murderer? 


In  pursuance  of  our  policy  of  never 
sparing  ourselves  to  bring  interesting 
and  humorous  things  to  our  readers' 
attention  we  print  here  a  letter  which 
we  unearthed  by  a  great  stroke  of 
good  luck.  It  is  from  a  loyal  milk 
customer  to  his  dairy,  and  is  self-ex- 
planatory. 

Reick-Mcjunkin  Dairy  Co., 
Forbes  &  Stevenson  St., 
Pittsburgh,  Pa. 

Gentlemen, 

By  refering  to  your  records  you  will 
find  that  for  several  years  I  have  been 
a  pretty  good  customer  of  yours  and 
that  I  have  paid  my  bills  with  reason- 
able promptness.  It  may  interest  you, 
therefore,  to  know  that  we  are  ap- 
proaching the  parting  of  the  ways 
unless  you  can  give  me  relief  from  a 
condition  about  which  I  have  already 
complained  in  writing  via  wrapping 
paper  note  in  milk  bottle  to  your 
driver. 

At  the  time  of  my  first  complaint,  I 
didn't  have  a  pup,  but  now  with  the 
pup  added  to  the  otherwise  almost 
unbearable  complications,  patience  has 
ceased  to  be  a  virtue  and  tolerance 
but  an  empty  word. 

As  I  advised  your  driver,  in  writ- 
ing, your  milk  wagon  horses  have  so 
synchronized  their  intestinal  affairs 
with  their  arrival  infront  of  my  house 
that  each  and  every  morning  of  the 
year,  they  deposit,  in  profuse  abandon, 
souvenirs  that  might  be  of  great  value 
to  a  farmer  or  truck  gardener,  but 
which  are  only  something  to  worry 
about  for  a  man  who  lives  out  of  a 
sack. 
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For  fifty  feet  in  front  of  my  door, 
there  is  at  this  very  minute,  unlimited 
evidence  of  my  steady  patronage  of 
your  concern,  and  in  the  continued 
absence  of  rain  I  am  Uable  at  any 
time  to  be  hailed  before  the  powers 
that  be  and  be  tried  for  obstructing 
the  traffic. 

You  may  wonder,  and  you  have 
aright  to  wonder,  where  and  why  the 
pup  enters  into  this  matter  between 
you  and  me  and  your  milk-wagon 
horses.  In  the  words  of  that  immortal 
poet,  Chick  Sale,  I'll  tell  you  why: 

Ours  is  a  trader  pup  and  we  have 
treated  him  well.  Full  of  gratitude 
but  having  neither  silver  or  gold  with 
which  to  show  it,  he  renders  unto  us 
only  that  which  he  has — and  all  he 
has  is  the  choicest  collection  of  your 
horses'  excellently  timed  souvenirs 
which  he  religiously  deposits  on  the 
front  porch  each  morning.  Sometimes 
they  sweep  well — sometimes  they  do 
not. 

Now,  Sirs,  I  don't  know  what  you 
are  going  to  do  about  this,  but  they're 
your  horses.  You  may  be  able  to  use 
moral  suasion,  explaining  to  the  horses 
that  times  are  hard  and  business  hard 
to  get,  and  that  the  customer  is  al- 
ways right;  that  however  good  their 
intentions  may  be,  not  all  people  like 
all  things — and  that  they  should  be 
less  partial,  passing  their  favors  more 
generally  over  the  neighborhood  rather 
than  upon  a  single  family. 

In  my  complaint  to  your  driver,  I 
suggested  that  he  stop  his  horses 
around  the  corner  or  come  some  other 
route  occasionally  so  that  a  horse  with 
even  the  hardiest  intestinal  fortitude 
may  be  overtaxed  before  he  reaches 
my  place,  but  my  plea  went  unheard. 
At  least  there  was  no  action — not  on 
the  part  of  the  driver,  I  mean. 

I  am  terribly  serious  about  this, 
gentlemen.  If  you  have  thought  that 
I  am  suffering  with  the  heat  or  some- 
thing, that  I  have  exaggerated  by  one 
jot  or  one  tittle  I  invite  you  to  send 
an  inspector  out  to  1106  Dornet  Avenue 


before  any  great  cloudburst  hits  us 
and  take  a  look — not  only  a  look  at 
the  street  in  front  of  my  house,  but 
if  he  is  early  enough,  at  my  front 
porch.  He  may  even  interview  the 
pup. 

It  is  up  to  you.  Unless  I  have  relief 
commensurate  with  the  relief  vv'hich 
your  horses  have  been  enjoying  for  so 
many  months  that  it  really  doesn't 
matter,  my  monthly  checks  will  ceas; 
to  clear  through  the  bank. 

Assuring  you  of  my  greatest  respect, 
which,  however,  is  not  in  the  least  to 
be  allowed  to  interfere  with  my  great 
determination  for  succor,   I  am 

Yours   very   truly, 

W.  W.  Pique 


Best  gag  of  the  month.  This  one 
concerns  the  renowned  wit,  Dorothy 
Parker.  It  seems  that  she  went  out  to 
Hollywood  to  write  for  the  movies. 
The  studio  big-shot  asked  her  what 
she  would  like  painted  on  her  office 
door.  "Just  one  word,"  she  flipped. 
"Men." 


Cold  weather  oddities.  Last  week 
one  evening  walking  along  Randolph 
Street  down  in  the  loop,  with  the 
thermometer  about  two  inches  below 
zero  we  were  completely  benumbed  by 
big  signs  plastered  all  over  the  Hotel 
Sherman  which  hailed  cheerily,  "Wel- 
come Frigidaire".  It  seems  they  were 
having  a  convention. 

(Continued  on  Page  28) 


"One  toot  and  out  you  go! 
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GREAT  LOVER 

By  MARY  McSHERRY 


Phineas  O'Malley-known  on  the 
screen  as  Mallon  Phinn-had  the  repu- 
tation of  being  a  "great  lover".  His 
director,  his  cameraman,  even  his 
rivals  were  forced  to  concede  him  the 
title  of  the  "greatest  heart  thriller 
since  Gilbert"!  Newspaper  publicity, 
of  course,  was  somewhat  responsible 
for  his  fame,  but  it  was  O'Malley's 
personality  and  charm  which  really 
won  the  heart  and  praise  of  every 
woman    in    the   audience. 

With  such  admiration  heaped  on 
him,  and  with  so  many  girls  in  love 
with  him,  most  people  felt  that  Phinn 
would  succumb  to  Cupid  and  allow 
some  proud  beauty  to  wear  his  ring 
on  her  fourth  finger,  but,  though 
woman  after  woman  tried,  no  one 
was  able  to  win  his  heart.  Finally, 
however,  a  rumor  started  that  Mal- 
lon was  losing  his  heart,  to  whom  no 
one  quite  knew. 

Sam  Goldberg,  the  president  of 
Magno  Screen,  was  frankly  worried 
by  the  report  and  called  Phinn  in  for 
a  little  chat.  After  using  up  the 
weather,  Goldberg  in  his  inimitably 
subtle  fashion,  boomed  forth,  "Mally, 
I  hear  you  got  yourself  a  new — uh — 
interest.   That   right?" 

The  greatest  hero,  a  bit  surprised, 
admitted  it. 

"What's  her  name,  huh.''  Maybe  I 
might  be  interested  too.  I  get  sort  of 
lonesome  now   and   then   myself." 

Phinn  joked  right  along  with  his 
boss:  "Well  now,  this  will  be  one 
time  you're  left  out,  Goldberg.  I'm 
the  only  man  in  the  world  for  Jay. 
We  Irish  are  like  that,  you  know." 

"She's    Irish,   too,   eh?" 

"Sure  an'  she  is.  The  loveliest  red- 
gold  hair  my  eyes  have  ever  seen,  and 
that's  been  plenty." 


"You  like  her  better  than  Jeanne?" 
c]ueried  the  president  wondering 
whether  this  affair  was  going  to  mean 
marriage  and  subsequent  failure  of  his 
chief  drawing  card.  After  all,  a  mar- 
ried man  doesn't  hold  the  appeal  for 
the  public  that  a  young,  fancy-free, 
cabellero  does. 

"Better  than  Jeanne?"  (She  had 
been  an  actress  with  whom  his  name 
had  been  linked  for  a  while  in  the 
gossip  columns)  "Why,  Sam  boy,  I 
like  you  better  than  her!"  That  dis- 
posed of  Jeanne,  once  and  for  all. 
"Would  you  like  to  see  Jay?  She's 
outside  in  my  car.  We  were  just  go- 
ing for  a  bit  of  a  spin  when  your 
secretary    stopped    me,    bad    luck    to 


Reaching  for  his  check-book,  Gold- 
berg rose. 

"Why  the  checks,  man?  You  can't 
buy  Jay  from  me."  Mallon's  laughter 
filled   the  room. 

Sam  mumbled  that  he  never  went- 
anywhere  without  it,  thinking  all  the 
while  that  perhaps  Jay  could  be 
bought  after  all.  A  great  many  girls 
might  agree  to  leave  the  city  for  ten 
thousand  dollars,  and  Phinn  as  the 
"great  lover"  was  worth  many  times 
that  to  Magno  Screen.  His  check- 
book still  in  hand,  Goldberg  waddled 
after  his  star.  When  they  reached  the 
car,  however,  he  put  the  checks  in  his 
pocket  and  reached  out  his  hand  to 
Jay.  One  look  had  been  enough  to 
convince  even  so  dull  a  person  as  he 
that  bribery  was  impossible  in  a  case 
like  this.  The  way  Jay  looked  at  Mal- 
lon proved  her  fidelity,  and  that  red 
hair  spelled  "beware"!  —  besides  what 
could  an  Irish  setter  do  with  ten 
thousand  dollars? 

TO   MY   VALENTINE— FROM 
SAMMIE 

Darling,  on  every  day  of  the  year 


There's  only  one  thing  that  I  want  to 

hear: 
Your    sweet    voice    whisper    in    tones 

soft  and  true 

"Sweetheart,  you  know  that  I  love 
you." 

Hearing  you  say  that  could  make  me 
forget 

That  since  we've  been  dating  I'm  al- 
ways in  debt. 

That  you've  been  two-timing  again 
and  again, 

That  you  hung  my  pin  on  Tom,  Dick 
and  Ben. 

But  love  conquers  all,  and  I  shall  for- 
give 

If  only  you'll  promise  more  wisely  to 
live, 

To  stop  other  dating,  to  get  back  my 
pin, 

y\nd  make  everything  just  as  it  had 
been. 

You  know  that  I'm  faithful  and  al- 
ways shall  be, 

So  all  that  I  need  to  attain  ecstasy 

Is  a  promise  from  you  to  love  only 
your  Sam 

And  I  will  believe  it,  poor  sap  that 
I  am! 

ANSWER  TO  SAMMIE— FROM 
HIS  VALENTINE 

I  can't  seem  to  remember  the  slightest 

amour 
Purple    Parrot — Crossley    ....    Galley    2 
For  you  now  or  ever.  You're  a  pretty 

poor 
Judge  of  emotions  if  you  think  wear- 
ing your  pin 
Meant   I    was    in   love.    Oh    no,   guess 

again. 
You're  far  off  the  track,  Sammie  boy, 

to  surmise 
That  just  for  you  I'd  stop  dating  the 

guys 
You   mentioned.   Not    Ben,    Tom,  or 

Dick 
Would  I  cast  aside.  Are  you  mentally 

sick? 

(Continued  on  Page  52) 
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(Note — If  any  dazzling  co-eds  or 
members  o£  the  male  species  have 
troubles  of  the  heart,  please  drop  a 
note  to  Miss  Bubby-Chub,  care  of  the 
Purple  Parrot — and  she  will  answer 
your  troubles  with  as  much  care  as 
she  would  her  own.) 


Dear  Miss  Bubby-Chub — 

I  would  like  to  reveal  to  you  some 
of  my  troubles.  I  am  really  smooth 
in  my  own  way — ^but  I  will  confess 
I  have  had  many  heart  disappoint- 
ments. I  might  say  that  I  interest  my- 
self in  my  fraternity  brothers'  girls. 
For  instance — I  have  spent  much  time 
and  effort  on  Shirley  Richardson  this 
year.  I  considered  myself  quite  suc- 
cessful until  Chip  Taylor  came  home. 

I  did  faintly  interest  myself  in  Rita 
Pool,  but  she  couldn't  afford  me.  In 
fact — when  I  asked  her  to  go  to  the 
grill  for  a  cup  of  coffee,  I  was  forced 
to  pay  for  it  myself.  I  sort  of  think 
Helen  Sprague  is  cute,  but  none  of 
the  brothers  have  taken  her  out.  I 
have  also  been  out  with  other  girls 
but  they  have  pins.  Am  I  a  chisler.? 
Please  help  me  I 

Every  girls  friend  (ZY) 

Bill  Neimann. 

Answer    Dear   Bill — ^You   don't  need 
any  help,  you  are  a  chisler! 


Dear  Miss  Bubby-Chub, 

Please  forgive  me  for  writing,  but 
I  am  in  distress.  I  have  gone  out 
with  Florence  La  Croix — in  fact  I 
might  say  I  had  my  pin  on  her.  (but 
who  hasn't)  For  a  couple  of  weeks 
I  went  out  with  Marge  Bishop.  To 
tell  you  the  truth  Miss  Bubby-Chub, 
I  have  gone  out  with  practically  every 
Delta  Gamma  in  school,  and  I  am 
having  a  hard  time  convincing  them 
of  my  sincerity — What  will  I  do? 

Delta  Gamma  dater, 

z  Jimmy  Thomas 

Answer.    Dear    Jimmy — For    heavens 
sakes  stay  in  Delta  Gamma 


Advice  to  the  Lovelorn 


House.  If  you  can't  convince 
them,  you  certainly  would 
have  an  awful  lot  of  trouble 
in  other  houses. 


Dears   Bubs, 

Lately  I  have  had  trouble  with  me 
molls.  I  guess  all  de  babes  tink  I 
ain't  so  hot  in  der  smoothy  stuff.  But 
as  I  tole  me  doll  de  other  nite  I  can 
show  a  gal  a  good  time  whether  she's 
from  thirty-thoid  street  or  from  de 
Kappa  House.  What  do  you  think  I 
should  do? 

Wit  sincere  tanks 

Delt  frosh 


Answer.  Dear  Delt  Frosh — Any  girl 
in  the  Theta  house  would 
suit  you  fine. 


Dear  Miss  Bubby-Chub, 

I  am  pretty,  like  beer,  am  a  Pi  Phi 
but  am  a  litde  tall.  What  shall  I  do? 
Pi  Phi  until  I  die,  Phyllis  Thompson 


Answer.    Dear  Pi  Phi    until  I    d 
wear  low  heels. 


Dear  Miss  Bubby-Chub — 

I  am  eighteen  years  old,  I  really 
think  I  make  quite  an  attractive  ap- 
pearance and  am  above  the  average  as 
far  as  looks  are  concerned.  I  have 
taken  all  the  domestic  sciences,  and 
as  a  result  am  a  very  accomplished 
cook>  I  make  all  my  own  clothes 
and  do  not  mind  devoting  the  rest 
of  my  life  in  making  some  young  man 
happy. 

However,  with  all  these  capabilities, 
something  is  lacking  as  I  have  trouble 
in  holding  my  man.  What  else  could 
a  man  want? 


Answer.     Dear  —  Nothing,  unless  he 
has  an  evil  mind. 


Dear  Miss  Bubby-Chub — 

I  really  don't  know  if  I  should 
bother  you  with  any  of  niy  minor 
troubles  but  I  shall.  I  am  just  about 
the  happiest  girl  in  the  world,  I  go 
with  a  Sigma  Nu  Athlete,  by  the  name 
of  Babe  Bender.  Babe  is  the  sweetest 
boy,  but  he  does  have  a  few  faults  I 
will  change — 

My  real  problem  is  that  I  am  keep- 
inga  hope  chest,  and  I  would  like  to 
add  some  more  things,  but  am  a  little 
confused  as  to  what  to  add  just  now. 
Will  you  please  help  me? 

Troubled,  Muriel  Williams 

Answer.  Dear  Troubled — I  suggest 
that  you  add  a  basket-ball, 
for  Babe  to  play  with  after 
you're  married. 


Dear  Miss  Bubby-Chub, 

I  am  a  girl  of  nineteen.  I  am  very 
attractive,  and  I  make  a  point  of  only 
kissing  the  boys  I  go  out  with.  I  like 
beer,  and  I  don't  mind  if  a  boy  only 
spends  time  with  me.  I  live  in  a  quiet 
apartment,  and  have  a  nice  looking 
roommate  yet  I  have  not  had  many 
dates  this  year.  What  should  I  do? 

Wondering  Kappa 

Answer.    Dear  Kappa    Publish    your 
name  and  address. 


Dear  Miss  Bubby-Chub, 

I  have  a  problem.  I  go  out  with  a 
boy  by  name  of  Dick  Sleep.  The  other 
night  he  took  me  to  the  Palmer  house 

(^Continued  on  Page  31) 
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Like  the  Queen  Victoria-Prince 
Albert  tieup  which  set  the  example  of 
respectability  in  the  '90s,  the  Myra 
Jane  Hutton-J.  Edwin  Sunderland  al- 
liance has  been  a  source  of  pure  in- 
spriation  to  Northwesterners  of  today. 

Restraint  has  been  the  keynote  of 
the  courtship  of  Theta  Myra  and  Sig 
Chi  Edwin.  While  other  couples  have 
displayed  their  affections  publicily, 
Myra  and  Ed  have  exercised  a  platonic 
attitude  which  has  been  remarkable  if 
not  believeable.  They  have  not  strolled 
paths  arm-in-arm  nor  looked  into  each 
other's  eyes  with  the  off-focus  gaze  of 
lovers  and  dentists.  It  has  been  the 
romance  of  a  YMCA  boy  with  a 
YWCA  girl  than  which  nothing  has 
a  sweeter  or  more  wholesome  appear- 
ance. 

The  college  histories  of  seniors  Myra 
and  Ed  are  inseparably  interwoven; 
hand-inhand  in  child-like  simpicity 
they  have  gone  through  the  last  three 
years  working  together,  playing  to- 
gether and  studying  together.  Theirs 
has  been  a  give-and-take  affair;  Ed  has 
given  scholastic  and  political  assistance, 
his  unselfish  heart  has  forbidden  him 
to  accept  much  in  return. 

It  really  began  in  their  sophomore 
year.  The  Sigs  were  debating  present- 
ing Ed  with  a  certain  book  but  they 
could  not  find  one  elementary  enough. 
Ed  then  thought  that  the  Silver  Slip- 
per was  a  shoe  shop — perhaps  he  still 
does.  The  elders  let  him  date  Thetas 
because  they  supposed  it  was  the  dis- 
agreeable part  of  his  waiter's  job. 

StaiJey  Jacobs  and  Shirley  Richard- 
son were  rushing  each  other  then  and 
it  was  a  question  which  one  would 
pledge  the  other  first.  Edwin  figured 
it  was  because  of  his  naivete  that  Shirl 
dated  him;  he  never  suspected  it  was 
for  comic  relief.  Brother  Stan  knew 
Shirl  had  nothing  to  fear  from  Ed. 

Stan  played  bridge  and  hearts  better 
than  Ed  but  while  Utef  were  bidding 
against  each  other,  neither  realized 
that  Chip  Taylor  was  finessing  the 
Queen.    Ed  decided  then  that  Sunder- 


land    wasn't    fast    enough    for     Big 
League  Competition. 

Not  to  be  discouraged  though,  Ed 
chose  Shirley  Larson  for  his  attentions. 
After  a  date  with  him  one  night,  she 
accepted  Lyle  Fisher's  pin  the  next. 
Heaven  must  have  guided  her  foot- 
steps for  most  girls  after  a  date  with 
Ed  would  have  done  something  des- 
perate. 

Meanwhile,  Myra  ihad  been  working 
at  the  Setdement.  She  finally  deducted 
that  there  was  not  much  percentage 


INSIDE 

of  Sweetness 


in  trying  to  meet  nice  boys  in  a  neigh- 
borhood swarming  with  dis  and  dat 
kind  of  ruffians.  Ed  was  nice  enough 
even  if  he  cramped  Myra's  style  to 
avoid  shocking  the  dear  boy. 

Of  course,  it  may  have  been  Myra's 
reputation  that  won  Edwin.  Going 
Caesar's  wife  one  better,  Myra  was  not 
only  beyond  reproach  but  also  beyond 
approach.  This  encouraged  timid  Ed 
no  end.  Anyway,  he  came  to  terms 
with  Myra  at  the  end  of  their  sopho- 
more year  and  thus  began  their  holy 
alliance. 
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and   Light 


On  returning  as  juniors  they  decided 
that  the  best  possible  thing  that  could 
happen  to  Northwestern  would  be  to 
elect  Hutton  the  junior  social  chair- 
man. Sunderland  did  some  under- 
cover work  for  Myra  on  North  Campus 
that  makes  Jim  Farley's  sly  maneuver- 
ings  seem  like  those  of  a  Sunday 
School  teacher.  The  two  logical  choices, 
Barbara  Baker  and  Carolyn  Barr,  did 
an  Alphonse  and  Gaston  act  at  the 
convention  by  putting  the  other  up  for 
office.  This  divided  the  opposition  and 
Myra  lapjsed  the  field. 

After  the  University  party  won  all 


the  election  marbles,  Myra  put  Ed  on 
the  social  committee.  Naturally,  since 
he  was  Syllabus  editor  he  had  no  time 
to  do  any  work.  It  was  hard  enough 
trying  to  get  to  a  few  meetings.  But 
it  is  to  his  glory  that  he  never  missed 
an  appointment  with  the  photo- 
graphers. Even  in  those  hectic  after- 
noons of  practicing  the  smile  that 
won't  come  unbuttoned  and  of  re- 
hearsing for  leading  the  left  wing  of 
the  Prom.  Myra  and  Ed  remained  un- 
disturbed at  the  breakup  of  the 
Carolyn  Barr-Wally  Cruice  combina- 
tion. 


Howie  Rosenheim,  secretary-treas- 
urer, with  his  heartburn.  Clay  Hoffer, 
wanted  to  lead  a  third  wing  but  Myra 
clipped  him  short.  It  was  bad  enough 
to  have  to  share  honors  with  Bon- 
derud  and  Osgood. 

Came  the  spring  of  their  Junior 
year  and  the  gende  zephyrs  affected 
Sunderland  in  his  only  soft  spot — the 
head.  He  paid  the  fare  (one  frater- 
nity pin)o  n  the  Theta  line  and  then 

found  that  that  was  as  far  as  the 
train  went.  Their  friendship  has 
furthered  their  scholastic  progress 
rather  than  hindered  it  as  with  so 
many  other  partnerships.  On  those 
nights  reputed  to  be  swell  for  rolling 
hoops,  playing  hopscotch  or  making 
love,  Myra  and  Edwin  would  work  on 
some  good  outlines  and  exchange 
notes  for  an  hour  or  two  and  then 
have  the  rest  of  the  evening  free.  It 
is  said  to  be  difficult  to  roll  a  hoop  or 
play  hopscotch  in  the  interior  of  an 
automobile. 

But  not  all  is  peace  and  harmony 
as  Brubaker  and  Walker  can  testify. 
At  times  Ed  was  bothered  by  his 
Syllabus  assistants  who  wanted  him  to 
come  around  and  get  acquainted  with 
the  staff.  The  appearance  of  the  Syl- 
labus disclosed  that  Edwin  had  done 
an  original  job.  Marian  Mansfield's 
name  had  been  changed  without  bene- 
fit of  clergy  to  Maxwell;  Beauty  Queens 
Duerlein  and  Sprague  discovered  they 
had  been  misspelling  their  names  all 
their  lives  as  did  Johnson  Beyers  who 
has  been  puzzled  ever  since  as  to  which 
one  of  the  four  ways  to  adopt.  These 
were  just  a  few  of  the  notables  who 
illustrated  the  difference  between  the 
old  and  the  new  improved  Sunderland 
system  of  spelling.  The  proleteriat  were 
not  slighted  for  the  new  method  pre- 
vailed throughout  the  entire  book 
with  not  even  the  cheerleaders  being 
overlooked.  Another  new  feature  was 
the  game  in  which  here  and  there  a 
different  name  than  that  belonging  to 
the  person  photographed  was  put  under 
his  picture. 

(Continued  on  Page  27) 
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Your  dear  Aunty  just  cain't  seem 
to  get  an  idea  to  carry  out  the  sweet- 
heart stuff  in  keeping  with  the  rest 
of  the  issue.  It  seems  that  every  edi- 
tion of  this  litflt  tattler  is  devoted  to 
the  poor  souls  lost  in  the  great  expanse 
and  expense  of  love.  Of  course  way 
back  when  aunty  was  in  college  such 
exposes  as  this  formed  no  threat  to 
divulge  the  inner  most  secrets  of  the 
college  social  whirl.  .  .  .  We  just  went 
out  and  had  our  little  buggy  ride  and 
came  home.  .  .  .  Any  boy  who  at- 
tempted to  extend  that  return  trip  with 
a  time  out  was  put  on  the  black  list 
....  or  else  didn't  believe  us  when 
we  said  no.  .  .  .  Now  the  same  Joe 
is  lucky  if  he  can  make  this  sheet. 


Janice  Hall,  the  cheer-leading  Kappa 
(only  one  that  doesn't  lead  them  her- 
self), had  a  very  shocking  experience 
a  very  short  time  ago.  ...  It  seems 
that  Betty  Neese,  Theta  who  was  re- 
cendy  hooked  up  to  Harry  Moore,  ex 
Phi  Psi,  asked  her  to  come  over  to 
Harry's  apartment  one  afternoon. 
Janice  knew  nothing  of  the  marriage 
at  the  time.  She  almost  lost  faith  in 
moral  N.  U.  when  she  was  greeted  at 
the  door  by  Betty  all  dressed  up  in 
the  sheerest  and  pinkest  of  the  latest 
P.J.'s.  Well  it's  a  great  life  if  you 
don't  weekend.  .  .  But  who  wants  to 
be  strong  or  lead  a  great  life. 


Billy  Boy  Boger,  Sigma  Nu  top 
man,  certainly  is  an  interesting  case 
if  I  know  one  and  can  see  that  now. 
.  .  .  Turning  on  the  old  S.  A.,  got 
himself  a  date  with  Doris  Eberle,  Pi 
Phi  deer.  Brother  Guy  Mercer  per- 
suaded him  that  she  was  not  the  kind 
of  a  gal  he  should  be  dating.  .  .  Why, 
wasn't  disclosed.  .  .  Anyho  Guy  calls 
her  up  and  explained  that  Boger  was 
badly  shaken  up  in  an  accident  and 
was  in  no  fit  shape  to  take  her  any 
place.  .  .  .  Then  Boger  calls  the  A. 
O.  Pi  house  and  gets  a  date  with 
another  litde  Pi  Phi  whose  face  we 
will  save  for  no  good  reason  at  all. 
From  then  on  it  was  the  old  story  of 
a  little  internal  check  and  Boger  be- 
came a  resident  in  the  said  sorority's 
special  dog-house.  There  always  seems 
to  be  varying  formulas  for  success  in 
the  social  whirl.  .  .  This  is  one  that 
doesn't  work. 


Beverly  Carlett,  Alpha  Phi,  certain- 
ly is  fooling  the  boys  this  year.  .  Bon- 
derud,  Heg,  Brewster  and  Litde  boy 
come  blow  my  horn'Handwork  have 
all  been  taken  through  the  paces.  The 
first  two  are  definitely  out,  but,  the 
Phi  Psi  brotherhood  still  has  a  hope 
in  Don  Brewster  who  is  constantly 
looking  with  extra  large  cow-eyes  in 
her  direction.  .  .  .  That  is  when  he 
can  see  at  all.  Handwork  of  the  same 
house  declared  that  he  would  never 
have  a  date  with  her.  .  .  .  but  he 
weakened  and  how!  If  you  catch  a 
sorrowful  note  in  the  crooners  voice 
(other  than  the  natural  one)  you'll 
know  he  is  pining  for  beloved  Beverly. 


Muff  Doherty,  the  Ddts  beauty  king, 
has  solved  the  girl  problem  once  and 
for  all.  .  He  always  discouraged  the 
home  talent  from  coming  here  to 
school.  .  .  Well  after  numerous  escap- 
ades with  gals  in  this  area  he  finally 
concluded  that  the  best  place  for  the 
little  child  was  right  here  in  Evans- 
ton.  Thus  Dorothy  Hancke,  Alpha 
Phi,  moved  into  town  recently  to  take 
over  and  play  on  the  more  tender 
strings  of  his  heart.  .  .  Where  there 
is  a  will  there  is  a  way.  And  where 
there  is  a  way  the  woman  will  have 
it. 


Another   newcomer   in    school    this 
semester   was   the   late   lamented    and 

much  painted  Connie  Dalziel 

She  of  the  summer  shoes.  .  Paul  Car- 
rol who  was  the  Fiji's  pride  took  her 
to  the  Intrafraternity  councils  formal. 
.  .  .  Her  prize  line  the  whole  evening 
was  'Paul,  you  say  the  sweetest  things' 
....  Brother  Miller  had  her  arm  at 
the  Fiji  formal  much  to  Paul's  dis- 
gust. .  .  The  real  mix-up  came  when 
Casey  Meyers  took  Marie  Klopsteg, 
Theta,  to  the  same  brawl  in  order  to 
parade  her  in  front  of  her  ex  who 
happened  to  be  Jerry  Miller,  the  same 
as  of  the  first  part.  Now  this  didn't 
cause  the  desired  effect  and  so  Casey 
joined  him.  .  '.  Wade  Nichols  and  his 
Docekal  built  for  two  made  it  a  four- 


Jeanne  Berteaux,  the  Kappa  who  is 
always  good  for  a  story  or  six,  is  hav- 
ing her  troubles  again.  Seems  that 
the  thin  one  holds  all  existing  records 

(Continued  on  Page  23) 
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ALTON  ON  LUV 


By  BEN  JEWELL 


Harum  Scarum  Luv  in  a  Harum 


Upon  reeding  the  tytui,  yew  will  be 
more  or  less  inklined  or  utherwise 
moved  tew  say  tew  me,  and  I  dew 
not  say  I  blam  yew,  "Alton,  whut  no 
yew  ov  life  in,  or,  tew  be  speecifik, 
ov  luv  in  a  harum?  We  no  well  that 
yew  are  well  grownded  and  utherwise 
informd  ov  luv,  but  how  no  yew  ov 
a  harum?"  And  I  say  tew  yew,  kon- 
sider  yew  well  these  fakts,  whitch  I 
will  strateweigh  reelate  and  ecsplain 
tew  yew. 

My  father,  beeing  possessed  ov  sum 
welth,  and  beeing  alsew  not  entirelie 
indisposed  tew  reelease  it  or  utherwise 
spend  it  for  the  wellfair  and  hapyness 
ov    his    wife    and    offspring,    had    de- 
ceyeded  tew  take  my  muthur,  my  big 
bruthur,  my  iitle  bruthur,  my  big  cis- 
ter,  and  my  Iitle  cister,  and  me,  or  in 
short,  his  famlie,  on  a  trip.  Now,  tew 
overluk  divers  advenchures  whitch  be- 
fell us,  I  will  procede  tew  a  partikuler 
koinsidence  whitch  happened  or  gen- 
erully   took   place   at   a   certun   port   in 
Persia,   the    nayme   and    generul    loka- 
shun  ov   whitch  I      will   omit   sew   as 
not    tew    tempt   eny   or   awl   ov    both 
the   feeders  ov   this   akount   hoo  mite 
be  inklined  tew  attempt  tew  embark 
upon     an      advenchure     symaler     tew 
myne.     I  had  left  the  rest  ov  the  big 
happie    famlie    whitch    is    hours,     and 
was      roaming      sumwhut     aymlesslie 
about    the    toune    when   arowned    the 
korner  kame  a  sheek  with  a  bevee  or 
generuUy    a    groop    ov    pashun    flours 
and  purty  maydens  in  generul  whitch 
dazled  my  four  year  old  eyes  whitch 
even  then  were  well  aybul  tew  rekog- 
nize    bewtie.     Now    I    was    kwite    a 
handsum  lad,  and  yew  will  mark  well 
remaindurs  ov  that  handumness  whitch 
reemain    even    now,    and    was    kwite 
well    possessed    of    atraktivitie    whitch 
yew   will   dew   well   tew   note.     Now 


when  these  bewties  spied  or  utherwise 
laid   eyes    upon   me   they   rushed   me, 
and  I  beeing  smawl,  and  alsew,  as  yew 
will    mark    well,    beeing   possessed    ov 
no   klub    or   uther   meens   ov   defence, 
was  forced  tew  akompanie  them.  Now 
I     was     raggidlie     dressed,    in    whitch 
konditshun     I     generuly     render     my- 
sclph    when   I    go   sluming,    and     the 
sheek  konsekwentlie  thot  I  had  know 
monies  or  parunts,  and  awl  my  argu- 
munt  tew  the  kontrarie  and  generuly 
agenst    this    he    took    tor    bashfulness. 
Now   he  had   know  suns,  whitch  tew 
me    seamed    kueer     and     whitch    per- 
plexed   me    sumwhut,    and    he    konse- 
kwentlie decided  tew  adopt  me  as  his 
sun,   and   dew   tew   the   things   whitch 
I     have    planelie    setforth    abov,    and 
whitch  yew  will  dew  well  tew  review 
if    yew    did    mot   mark    them    well,    I 
kould  dew  nuthing  but  agree,  whitch 
I    was    not    entirelie    loth    tew    dew. 
Thus   I   was  brought  up  in  a   harum, 
and   now  yew  will  understand  how   I 
may  no  ov  luv  in  one. 

Thair  are  meny  types  of  gurls  in  a 
harum,  and  if  yew  look  well  and  ob- 
serve kloselie,  yew  will  be  abul  tew 
asertane  that  wun  and  awl  ov  them 
eech  luvs  diflruntlie.  Ov  kourse  thair 
is  the  wun  hoo  ses  she  luvs  yew  for 
what  yew  are,  and  yew  will  mark  well 
that  this  statemunt  is  well  on  the  am- 
bigewus  side,  as  she  may  meen  be- 
kawse  yew  are  rich,  or  bekawse  yew 
are  gud  looking  (whitch  she  will  say 
whether  yew  are  or  not  if  she  may 
gane  that  way),  if  yew  are,  or  bekause 
yew  luv  hur.  But  she  is  generuly  eesy 
tew  please  and  is  a  rare  thing  in  a 
harum,  bekause  she  is  generuly  pail 
and  wide  eyed  and  not  tew  gud  tew 
look  upon,  and  the  way  she  krashed 
the  harum  is  be  kause  the  buyer  was 


kross    eyed    or    tired    or    wunted    tew 
fewl   the   sheek. 

Then    thair    is    the    verie     pashunut 
wun.   The   sheek   generuly   avoids   her 
since,  if  yew  mark  well,  yew  wil  find 
she  is  distrakting  and   hard  on  wun's 
nurvs.    He    uses    hur    generuly    when 
his    ego    has    sufured,    as    she    is    gen- 
eruly kwite  kwick  to  flatter  and  kause 
wun   tew   feel   well   up   in   the   world. 
She   is   generuly   verie  dark  and   takes 
on  a  gud  tan.  Here  is  a  exampul  ov 
how    thay    dew.    Wun   day    the   sheek 
was    walking    in    the    garden    and    he 
kame    upon    wun    ov    these    pashunut 
wuns  making  mud  pies.  He  sed  sum- 
thing   tew   the   elfect   that   he   enjoyed 
or  wuz  pleezed  by  hur  mud  pies  and 
she  emited  a  sound  sumthing  like  a 
suffering  sunfish  ownly  loudur  and  sed 
did  he  meen  it  and  kissed  him  verie 
resonantlie  and  pawed  his  noo  robe.  If 
yew  hav  red  this  far,  yew  will  no  well 
that    yew    shud    avoid     the     pashunut 
tipc.    Thay  are  inklined  tew  be  ovurlie 
tcnashus  and   utherwise   hard   tew  get 
rid  ov  when  yew  want  tew. 

The  sheek  was  verie  fond  ov  red 
hcds.  He  seems  tew  think  thay  are 
gud  looking  for  sum  reeson  whitch  I 
hav  not  in  awl  these  years  bin  ayble 
to  vary  well  ascertane.  Thay  are  as  a 
rool  vivashus  mor  than  the  uthers, 
and  thay  are  generully  mor  klever 
than  thair  blond  cisters.  This  tipe 
will  run  in  and  jump  rite  squairlie 
and  smartlie  upon  his  lap  and  wun 
may  mark  well  that  he  is  sumwhut 
konfused.  Then  he  will  stand  up  awl 
at  wunce  and  she  will  fawl  frum 
his  lap,  and  if  he  has  bin  kareful  and 
has  stood  up  sudunlie  enuf,  she  will 
bounce  klear  tew  the  bottum  ov  the 
stairs  around  his  throne.  Then  she 
{Continued  on  Page  28) 
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And  They  Lived 
Happily 

By  Mary  McSherry 

This  is  a  story  o£  a  valentine  and 
three  other  people.  The  three  are 
known  to  all  of  us,  and  we've  prob- 
ably either  seen  the  valentine  or  one 
just  like  it. 

"Sixteen  cents,  please,"  recited  the 
weary  clerk,  wondering  why  so  shy  a 
man  was  buying  a  valentine. 

"Sixteen.''  Oh  dear,  I  haven't  the 
exact  change.  So  sorry  to  trouble  you. 
Will  a  quarter  do?" 

The  quarter  did,  the  sale  was  rung 
up,  and  Henry  Miller  became  the  sole 
owner  of  a  sentimental  greeting  card. 


^  s 


i,imiiimf''sim,\ 


"I  beg  your  pardon — " 


Nervously  clutching  his  purchase 
and  hoping  that  none  of  his  students 
would  see  him.  Miller  made  for  the 
door  nearly  colliding  with  a  tall,  hawk- 
faced   woman   in   his   flight. 

"I    beg   your   pardon.   I'm    so 

why — uh — good     day,     Miss     Carter. 

Didn't  recognize   you   at  first. Uh, 

crowded,   isn't  it? 

"Good  evening,  Mr.  Miller.  Yes,  it 
is  crowded.  So  many  youngsters  buy- 
ing valentines  for  their  little  sweet- 
hearts. Is  that  where  you've  been?  She 
tittered  coquettishly. 

" — why,  yes — That  is,  of  course,  no. 
I  mean — I  did  buy  a  valentine  for  my 
mother — You  know,  a  remembrance 
and  all — Well,  I  must  dash.  See  you 
in  school  tomorrow." 

"Bye,  bye,"  called  his  fellow  teacher, 
thinking  how  thoughtful  that  new  in- 
structor was.  So  dear  of  a  young  man 
to  remember  his  mother  like  that! 
"He  really  is  an  unsual  chap,"  she 
thought,  "so  nice  looking  and  yet  so 
shy." 

Meanwhile  Henry,  on  his  way  home, 
stopped  in  a  drug  store  to  buy  his 
mother  a  valentine  to  salve  his  con- 
science for  lying  to  Miss  Carter. 
Walking  on,  he  thought  of  Lois,  how 
beautiful,  how  clever,  and  how  unat- 
tainable she  was.  Would  she  respond 
to  his  card?     Would  she? 

The  next  day  two  women  on  oppo- 
site sides  of  town,  one  middle-aged 
and  stern  of  countenance,  the  other, 
young  and  more  than  pretty,  found 
in  their  mail  valentines  with  this 
verse: 


If  there  is  one  you  think  of 
More  than  anyone  else  you've  seen. 
Return   this   yellow   bow 

I'll    know 
j  That  I'm  the  one  you  mean. 

Directly   under   the   poem    (?)    was 
affixed   a  small  yellow  ribbon. 

The  reactions  of  the  women  were 
in  keeping  with  their  characters.  The 
young  one  smiled  and  blushed  a  bit, 
then  noted  the  signature  and  laughed 
1  outright — Henry!  Someone  was  play- 
,\  ing  a  practical  joke.  Who  could  have 
sent  it?  One  of  her  young  cousins 
probably.   They   took   great  delight   in 


pretending   to   think   that   Mr.   Miller 

was   seriously   interested.   Oh  well 

and  with  a  laugh  she  tossed  the  card 
aside. 

The  older  woman,  however,  was 
genuinely  thrilled  by  her  valentine 
(sent  by  a  mischievous  pupil).  No 
signature — then  who  could  have  sent 
it?  A  man,  judging  by  the  writing, 
but  what  man?  It  had  been  so  long 
since  Miss  Carter  had  had  any  romance 
that  her  nerves  were  quite  on  end. 
Who  had  sent  it?  She  had  it!  That 
nice  young  instructor  in  her  depart- 
ment, Mr.  Miller.  She  had  seen  him 
buying  valentines,  and  he  had  certain- 
ly seemed  unusually  shy.  Now  wasn't 
that  a  nice  gesture  to  make?  So  sweet 
of  a  young  men  to  show  a  little  at- 
tention to  an  older  woman — although 
she  didn't  look  so  old,  Miss  Carter 
told  herself.  Well,  there  was  only  one 
thing  to  do:  send  back  the  ribbon.  If 
it  were  mailed  before  lo  A.  M.,  he 
would  receive  it  in  the  afternoon  de- 
livery. Happily,  the  spinster  hurried 
off  to  her  desk. 


By  four  o'clock  Henry  had  quite 
frankly  abandoned  all  thought  of  work 
and  was  sitting  in  his  parlor  waiting 
for  the  postman.  Nearly  any  minute 
he  would  know  if  Lois  cared.  Would 
she  answer?  "Oh  God,  make  her 
answer,"  he  begged.  "I'll  be  so  good 
to " 

Clang.  The  mailbox  had  been 
opened  and  shut.  Miller  tore  through 
the  house,  reached  the  mailbox,  and 
found  an  envelope,  an  envelope  with 
a  yellow  ribbon!  Not  stopping  to  don 
an  overcoat,  he  jumped  in  his  car  and 
raced  to  Lois'  apartment.  When  she 
answered  the  door,  he  said  nothing 
but  'darling'  and  kissed  her. 

"Why  Mr.  Miller — Henry,"  she  be- 
gan. Henry!  He  had  sent  the  card 
then.   But  she  hadn't  answered! 

"Don't  talk,  sweetheart." 

Another  kiss.  How  masterful  he 
was.  She  loved  him! 


Miss  Agnes  Carter  meanwhile 
wondered  if  a  touch  of  lipstick  would 
make  her  look  younger. 


he  aromatic  Turkish  tobaccos 
used  in  Chesterfield  cigarettes  give 
them  a  more  pleasing  taste  and  aroma. 


!lSTERFiELD-A    BLEND   OF   MILD   RIPE   HOME-GROWN   AND   TURKISH  TOBACCOS 


(c)  1936,  Liggett  &  Myers  Tobacco  Co. 
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Santa  brought  him  on  Chirstmas  day 
in  1907.  Was  named  after  his  father, 
Cabell  Calloway,  lawyer  and  real  estate 
broker.  Now  known  as  his  hi-de-high- 
ness  of  ho-de-ho. 

At  sixteen  got  a  job  in  a  restaurant 
and  sang  in  the  choir  of  the  Methodist 
Episcopal  church.  The  family  moved 
to  Chicago.  He  studied  law  at  Crane 
College,  and  joined  a  colored  show  in 
the  loop  for  extra  money.  Took  a 
small  part  in  the  floor  show  of  the 
Sunset  cafe.  Got  a  break  when  the 
star  was  ill.  Made  a  hit  so  he  stayed. 
Fooled  around  with  the  band  and 
dreamed  of  one  of  his  own.  One  night 
the  master  of  ceremonies  failed  to  ap- 
pear.  Cab   doubled   with   such   success 

that  he  kept  the  job but  the 

cafe  was  closed. 


About  this  time,  he  met  Winonah 
Conacher.  Started  on  a  tabloid  tour  in 
Ohio,  but  returned  to  Chicago  with 
S3 .55  and  a  yen  for  Miss  Conacher.  He 
married  her. 

The  Sunset  cafe  was  reopened  and 
Cab  Calloway  led  his  first  band,  pro- 
duced the  floor  show,  and  became 
master  of  ceremonies.  Gave  up  law 
to  become  famous.  Went  to  the  Cin- 
derella Ballroom,  the  Merry  Garden, 
and  finally  the  Savoy  ballroom  in  New 
York.  Left  his  orchestra  to  be  the  hit 
in   an   all-colored    musical    show. 

Irving  Mills  saw  him.  Gave  him 
another  band  and  let  him  succeed 
Duke  Ellington  at  the  celebrated  Cot- 
ton Club.  They  wrote  a  song  suited 
to  Cab's  own  style.  .  .  .  "Minnie  the 

Moocher" who  became  the 

most  popular  girl  in  the  country.  Cab 


B 
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Conductor  of  Bands 
and  Star  of  Shows 

and  his  song  were  sensations.  Floor 
shows  at  the  Cotton  Club  were  writ- 
ten about  his  personality  and  talent. 
He  was  star  of  the  show  as  well  as 
conductor  of  the  band.  Park  avenue 
and  Broadway  reveled  in  his  antics. 

He  took  to  the  radio,  then  to  the 
movies.  Became  the  symbol  of  jazz. 
Began  a  tour  of  the  country.  Gave 
five  shows  a  day  for  seven  days  at  the 
Chicago  theater  to  all  time  record 
crowds.  Took  Europe  by  storm,  but 
returned  to  the  United  States  to  play 
for  the  Northwestern  Junior  Prom. 
Before  this,  his  most  fastidious  audi- 
ence, he  promises  to  become  an  un- 
precedented   sensation.      His    pulsing 

rhythms smooth  and  savage 

should  make  him  the  hit 

of  the  year. 
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"And  what  did  Santy  do  after  he 
left  the  presents?" 

"He  went  to  bed  with  mother." 

— Record 


Why  does  a  girl  raise  one  foot  when 
she's  being  kissed? 

So  she  can  kick  the  fellow  if  he 
tries  to  back  out. 

—Log 


THAT'S  DIFFERENT 
"Is  your  daughter  in  tonight?" 
"No,  and  get  out  and  stay  out." 
"But,  I'm  the  Sheriff." 
"Oh,  I'm  sorry.  Come  in.  I  thought 
that  was  a  Sigma  Nu  pin." 

— Exchange 


"Calling  car  57!  Calling  car  57! 
Casey,  ditch  the  blonde!  Your  wife's 
looking  for  you!" 

— Arizona  Kitty  Kat 


"The  trouble  with  you,"  said  a  man 
in  the  audience  to  a  pubUc  speaker, 
"is  that  you  have  diarrhea  of  words 
and  constipation  of  ideas." 

— Varieties 


HURRICAN  IS 
EXPECTED  TO 
MISS  AMERICA 

— Morgantown  W.  Va.  Post 
Just  a  wingbag,  eh? 

—Tiger 


Santa  Claus  is  the  only  man  living 
who  can  run  around  all  night  with 
a  bag  and  not  get  talked  about. 

— Kablegram 


Ragman:  "Any  old  clothes?  Any  old 
clothes?" 

"No.  Get  away  from  here.  This  is 
the  D.  U.  house." 

"Any  old  botdes?" 

— White  Mule 


EXPURGATED  VERSION 
A  middle-aged  woman  lost  her 
balance  and  fell  out  of  a  window  in- 
to a  garbage  can.  Chinaman  passing 
remarked:  "Americans  vely  wasteful. 
That  woman  good  for  10  years  yet." 

— Jester 


"Do  you  know  anything  about  this 
case?"  the  juror  was  asked. 

"No." 

"Have  you  heard    anything    about 
it?" 

"No." 

"Have    you    read    anything    about 
it?" 

"No.  I  can't  read." 

"Have    you    formed    any    opinion 
about  the  case?" 

"What  case?" 

"Accepted." 

— Sun  Dial 


Stray  not  from  the  straight  and  nar- 
row path,  or  you'll  get  snow  in  your 
shoes. 

—S\i-U-Mah. 


"The  thing  for  you  to  do,"  said  the 
doctor  to  the  man  with  frazzled 
nerves,  "is  to  stop  thinking  about 
yourself  and  bury  yourself  in  your 
work." 

"Gosh!"  returned  the  patient.  "And 
me  a  concrete  mixer." 


It  seems  that  there  were  two  dogs 
ambling  down  the  street.  One  was 
a  great  Dane,  the  other  was  a  good- 
sized  collie.  They  were  going  along 
quite  contentedly,  stopping  at  every 
other  tree  or  so,  when  suddenly  a  litde 
poodle  dashed  out  from  behind  a 
house.  The  Great  Dane  tore  around 
the  corner,  the  collie  followed.  When 
they  had  reached  a  place  of  remote- 
ness, the  collie  turned  to  the  Dane 
and  asked:  "What  did  you  run  away 
from  that  poodle  for?  I  thought  that 
you  could  beat  up  any  dog  in  town?" 

"I  can,"  replied  the  panting  Dane, 
"but  that  pup  has  the  coldest  nose  of 
any  dog  I  know." 

—Red  Cat 

♦ 

Older  people  are  usually  quieter  by 
nature — because,  after  all,  there's  more 
to  be  quiet  about. 

— Aggievator 


"I  seem  to  have  run  out  of  gas," 
he  muttered.  "Here's  where  I  do  some 
fast  work." 

The  girl's  face,  small  and  white, 
was  turned  up  to  his,  her  eyes  glow- 
ing dizzily  from  beneath  heavy  lids. 
Her  head  swam.  Her  red  lips  were 
parted  and  she  sighed  faindy. 

Slowly  he  bent  over  her.  He  was 
her  dentist. 

Ski-U-Mah. 


ROOSEVELT  PSALM 
Statistics  show  that  locomotives  are 
not  afraid  of  automobiles. 

— Chicago   Choo-Choo 


"Waitress,  what's  wrong  with  these 
eggs? 

"I    don't    know.    I    only    laid    the 
table." 

— Show  Me 


MISTAKEN  IDENTITY 

That's  a  nice  suit  you  have  on;  do 
you  mind  my  asking  you  how  much 
you  paid   for  it?" 

"Not  at  all,  a  hundred  and  ten  dol- 
lars."   • 

"Don't  you  think  that  is  quite  a 
bit?" 

"Oh,  I  don't  know.  I  got  nine  pairs 
of  pants  with  it." 

— Widow 
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"We  Americans  have  lost  the  art 
of  conversation",  declares  Dr.  Edmund 
Sopin,  Ohio  Wesleyan  president.  "In 
its  place  we  are  playing  cards  and 
dancing." 

"That's  what  he  thinks." 

— Varieties 


Eloping  Bride — Here's    a    telegram 
from  father. 

Eloping  Groom — What  does  he  say.? 

Eloping   Bride — Don't   come    home 
and  all  will  be  forgiven. 

— Drexerd 


Johnnie:   "My  sister  has  a  wooden 
leg." 

Freddie:  "That's  nothin'.  My  sister 
has  a  cedar  chest." 

— Widow 


A  little  leap  year  now  and  then. 
Makes  husbands  of  the  single  men. 
— Widow 


Drunk  in  telephone  booth:  "Num- 
ber, hell;  I  want  my  peanuts!" 

— Widow 


"Damit— you're  teeth  are  all  right— I  tell  you— and  there's  no  sense  for  you  to 

keep  coming  back." 


PARISH  THE  THOT 
I've  seen  a  cyclone  rise  in  wrath 
And  slaughter  thousands  in  its  path. 

Exploding  bombs  and  bodies  raw 
Before  my  path  in  calm  I  saw. 

And  one  day  on  an  Alpine  hill 

I  saw  an  eagle  make  its  kill. 

Though  these  things  may  cause  some 

men  to  shrink 
They  did  not  even  make  me  blink. 

Have  I  no  heart?  Give  I  no  heed? 
Am  I  not  moved  by  word  or  deed? 

Alas  'tis  false;  I  must  confess 
What  causes  me  a  great  distress. 

The  thing  I  could  not  view  with  ease: 

II  Duce  in  his  B.V.D.'s. 

— Octopus 


WHY  I  NEVER  JOINED  A 
SORORITY 

1.  I  wanted  to  think  for  myself 
and  not  be  led  around  by  a 
bunch  of  sisters. 

2.  I  never  went  in  for  women's 
organizations  at  home. 

3.  I  don't  want  a  lot  of  fraternity 
boys  calling  me  at  night. 

4.  I  had  never  danced  with  a  man 
in  my  life  and  I  don't  want  to 
start. 

5.  I  hated  the  thought  of  dormi- 
tory and  having  to  crawl  over  a 
lot  of  sisters  to  get  to  bed 

6.  I  don't  like  the  idea  of  rooming 
with  one  girl  for  a  whole  semes- 
ter. 

7.    I  don't  look  well  in  sleeve-less  low- 
cut  gowns. 
8.    I  am  a  male. 

— Syracuse  Orange  Peel 


Reformer:  "And,  furthermore,  hell 
is  just  filled  with  cocktails,  roulette 
wheels,  and  naughty  chorus  girls.  .  .  " 
Voice  from  the  rear  (faindy,  with  a 
sigh):  "O  Death!" 

— Exchange 
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WOMEN 
Bad  men 

Want  their  women 
To  be  like  cigarettes 
In  a  case, 

Just  so  many,   all  slender  and   trim. 
Waiting  in  a  row 
To  be  selected,  set  aflame,  and, 
when  their  fire  died. 
Discarded. 

More  fastidious  men 
Prefer  women 
Like  cigars; 

These  are  more  exclusive 
Look  better,  and  last  longer. 
If  the  brand  is  good 
They  aren't  given  away. 
Nice  men 
Treat  women 
Like  pipes. 

And  become  attached  to  them, 
Knock  them  gently  but  lovingly, 
And  care  for  them  always. 
No  man  shares  his  pipe. 

— Ranger 


The  enterprising  young  poet  was 
reading  his  supreme  effort  to  the  edi- 
tor the  other  day. 

Parrot  Exchange 

"Are  you  quite  sure  that  you  have 
never  read  your  poem  to  any  other 
editor.''  asked  the  editor. 

— Exchange 

"Never,  I  swear  it,"  answered  the 
poet  hugely  excited. 
"Then  where  did  you  get  that  black 


eye.'' 


— Exchange 


Nowadays  gals  memorize  what  their 
moms  blushed  at. 

—Red  Cat 


EDUCATION  OF  A  CaED 
She  learned  to  love. 
She  learned  to  hate, 
She  learned  a  car 
Would  carry  eight. 
She  learned  to  smoke, 
And  how  to  tell 
Wood  alcohol 
By  taste  or  smell. 
She  learned  to  coax 
She  learned  to  tease. 
She  learned  a  new  way 
Of  cooking  cheese, 
She  learned  to  neck. 
And  break  a  date. 
She's  ready  now 
To  graduate. 


"Why  you  low-down,  lousy,  cheap, 
pigeon-toed,  bow-legged,  knock-kneed, 
cock-eyed,  mouse-toothed  mutt;  you 
no  account,  dirty  little  heel." 

"Who's  dirty?" 

— Widow 


O:  What  was  the  explosion  on  Si's 
farm? 

K:  He  fed  his  chickens  some  "lay 
or  bust"  feed  and  one  of  them  was 
a  rooster. 

— Clar\son  Green  Griffin. 


There  was  an  old  lady  from  Brussels, 
Accused  of  wearing  two  busdes; 
She  said:  "Tis  not  true. 
It's  a  thing  I  don't  do  — 
You  are  simply  observing  large  mus- 
cles." 

— Punch  Bowl. 


Wife:  "How  do  you  like  my  new 
gown?   I  got  it  for  a  ridiculous  price." 

Bill  Payer:  "You  mean  you  got  it 
for  an  absurd  figure." 

A'' 
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—and  one  odder  thing,  Father,  me  last  request  is  "dat  I  sure  you  like  to  give 

me  seat  to  a  lady — " 
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OWED  TO  SCHOLARSHIP 
Now's  the  day,  now's  the  hour, 
Get  your  students  in  your  power, 
Make  your  scholars  cringe  and  cower, 

Teachers! 

Be  relentless,  cut  the  grade, 

Never  let  an  A  be  made. 

Then  you'll  get  your  salary  paid, 

Teachers! 

Never,  never  pass  them  all. 
Try  to  empty  half  the  hall. 
Keep  the  upper  classes  small. 

Teachers! 

Try  and  catch  the  very  best 

With  an  unexpected  test. 

Guess  at  half  and  flunk  the  rest. 

Teachers! 

Spuelch  the  kid  that  likes  to  talk. 
Double  his  assignment  block, 
Flunk  him  if  he  starts  to  squawk. 

Teachers! 

Make  assignments  always  tough. 
Textbooks  really  aren't  enough — 
Pad  their  work  with  outside  stuff. 

Teachers! 

Get  the  social-minded  dear. 
Make  her  wonder  why  she's  here. 
Perhaps  she'll  stay  at  home  next  year. 

Teachers ! 

And  if  you'll  use  tthis  set  of  rules. 
You'll  soon  dispose  of  all  your  fools. 
(That's  because  you'll  have  no  schools!) 

Teachers! 


"There's  something  dove-like  about 
our  child." 

"Yes,  he's  pigeon-toed." 

— Exchange. 


Rub-a-dub-dub,  Two  men  in  a  tub. 
Gosh  darn  these  small-town  hotels! 

— Frivol 


"Captain!  A  gentleman  in  the  bar 

reports  a  sea  serpent  ofl  the  port  bow." 

— Covered  Wagon 


"This  is  my  dream  girl;  I  had  a  nightmare.' 


OVERSIGHT 
Hush,  gendemen,  he  enters  now, 

Mark  you  his  every  deed, 
For  he  is  the  professor  who 

Will  teach  us  to  succeed. 
His  name  and  fame  is  widely  known 

In  ranks  of  industry; 
His  sparkling  wit,  his  sound  advice 

Mark  his  authority. 
Hush,  gendemen,  the  great  one  speaks, 

On  one  thing  he  lay's  stress; 
The  man  who  would  succeed,  says  he. 

Is  careful  of  his  dress. 
But,  sir,    your    talk    has    missed    its 
goal— 

You  are  not  at  your  best, 
There  is  a  button  quite  undone, 

Not  far  below  your  vest. 

— Record 


Taken  from  a  freshman  placements 
test  paper.  A  morality  play  is  a  play 
in  which  the  characters  are  goblins, 
ghosts,  virgins  and  other  supernatural 
creatures. 

— North  Carolina  Wataugan. 


She:  No. 
He:  Why  not? 
She:   Oh-h-,   no— 
He:  It  wouldn't  matter  just  one — 
She:   You'd  want  more — 
He:  Gee,  I  wish  you'd  let  me —    ■ 
She:  No-no!  Stop  teasing. 
He:  But  I  want  i — 
She:  No — ^please  don't  ask — 
He:  Hey,  Maw — sis    won't  let    me 
have  a  cookie. 

— Sundial 


Sailor  (traveling  cross-country) — 
Porter,  get  me  another  glass  of  ice 
water. 

Porter — Sorry,  suh,  but  if  I  takes 
any  mo'  ice,  dat  co'pse  in  de  baggage 
car  ain't  goin'  to  keep. 

— Shipmate 


Sally:  I'll  never  marry  a  man  who 
snores. 

Mother:  Yes,  but  be  careful  how 
you  find  out. 
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EXPOSE 

{Continued  from  Page   14) 

for  getting  pins  which  in  itself  is  not 
bad.  They  are  pretty  easy  to  get  rid 
of  in  a  hurry.  .  .  .  but  when  you  start 
taking  rings  with  the  glittering  ici- 
then  it  is  just  a  trifle  harder  to  ex- 
plain their  return.  Well  she  took  one 
in  a  correspondence  course  of  true 
love  which  had  headquarters  in  dear 
old  Florida.  It  was  the  fashion  at  that 
time  to  be  engaged  but  then  it  really 
dawned  on  her  just  what  the  vows 
would  mean  and  Jeanne  lost  her  nerve 
.  .  .  that's  the  best  thing  to  lose.  .  .  . 
She  promptly  mailed  out  her  request 
to  be  released  from  the  whole  situa- 
tion. .  .  .  and  did  it  go  over It 

went  over,  the  guy  came  up,  and 
Jeanne  went  down  for  the  count. 
yVfter  six  days  she  finally  convinced 
the  boy  that  she  really  wasn't  inter- 
ested in'twoingit'  with  him.  Which 
just  goes  to  show  you  again  that  when 
a   girl   says   yes   she   means   no   and   if 

she   says   maybe   your   sate for 

a  while. 


Seems  that  the  Alpha  Xi's  had  some 
trouble  over  a  missing  edition  of  the 
book  David  Harum.  .  .  .  They  were 
ready   to   put    it   on    the   kitchen    help 

and  even  Sam Well  I'm 

no  lady  detective  but  they  can  get  a 
good  idea  of  Dave's  location  if  they 
ask  a  couple  of  Betas  who  haunt  their 

house    regularly If   the    Ilctas 

hang  out  over  there  they  deserve  to 
get  a  book  like  that.  .  .  .  The  real 
reason  why  they  took  the  book  is  this 
....  They  couldn't  read  but  hejrd 
one  of  the  gals  say  that  it  was  a  book 
about  a  harem.  .  .  soooo  the  boys 
thought  it  was  an  Abrabian  night 
affair.  .  .  They  promised  to  get  it 
back  if  I  don't  print  their  names  be- 
cause they  have  had  most  of  it  trans- 
lated now  anyway. 


Wild  Bill  Horstings,  Sigma  Nu 
grappler,  has  the  most  success  of  any 
man  in  school  when  it  comes  to  lur- 
ing the  feminine  gender  in  the  school. 
Now  Bill  has  a  very  sweet  child  all  his 


own  up  north.  But  Bill  must  have  his 
fun  so  he  now  chases  Eloise  Chase 
just  a  little  harder  than  all  the  rest. 
.  .  .  There  is  just  one  hitch  m  the 
whole  affair.  .  .  It  is  an  old  custom  to 
rake  that  best  love  to  your  formal  and 
thus  Bill  is  forced  to  look  for  a  new 
set  of  gals  after  every  affair.  .  .  Tough 
life  for  these  rasslers  you  never  know 
when  or  where  they  are  going  to  get 
their  next  hold.  .  .  they  always  seem 
to  have  a  time  advantage  and  they 
get  marvelous  results  except  when  they 
get  pinned. 


Jane  Garnett  of  the  Theta  tribe  still 
has  her  fun  with  Junior  Southvvorth 
of  Phi  Delta  Theta. 


Babe  Bender  can  put  more  than  a 
basketball  through  the  hoop.  .  .  .  Be- 
tween semesters  he  slipped  Muriel 
Williams  fourth  finger  on  the  port  side 
hand  through  a  ring  that  glittered 
like  ice.  .  .  .  Congratulations!  The 
Tri  Delts  can  rest  a  little  easier  now 
that  they  have  definite  proof  of  your 
intentions.  .  You  had  them  worried 
for  a  long  time.  They  thousjht  that 
they  were  married  already.  That  can't 
be  such  a  bad  idea  though.  They  tell 
me  quite  a  few  people  have  tried  it 
but   few  ever  lived   through   it. 


In  case  anyone  is  interested  in  just 
why  lunie  Wilson,  Kappa,  will  be 
seen  at  the  Junior  Prom  with  Bill 
Haines  of  the  Sig  Alph  shack,  here  is 
the  low  down.  .  .  .  Junie  has  a  very 
dear  friend  from  high  school  days  by 
the  name  of  Mel  Haines.  .  .  .  Bill 
called  her  and  gave  his  name  and  she 
....  was  oh  so  glad  to  talk  to  him 
because  she  thought  it  was  Mel.  .  .  . 
Haines  being  no  chump  decided  on 
the  spot,  to  line  up  a  date  for  the 
Prom.  .  .  .  He  then  informed  her  that 
he  was  not  Mel  but  Bill  Haines.  .  .  . 
just  a  cute  kid.  Junie  had  no  other 
choice  but  to  accept  the  date.  Smile 
Junie,  we  all  make  mistakes  and  regret 
them.   One   can    never   tell   these   days 


just  what  is  going  to  happen.  .  .  . 
maybe  you'll  be  lucky  and  he'll  get 
sick. 


The  Phi  Gams  decided  to  make  the 
Georgian  Hotel  their  headquarters 
after  the  recent  formal.  Chuck  Kyse? 
and  Janice  Maher  lead  the  brigade.  .  . 
However,  there  were  many  more.  .  .  . 
The  only  thing  about  it  was  that  sleep 
wasn't  on  the  list  as  one  of  the  events 
of  the  evening.  In  fact  the  party  got 
so  raucous  along  about  5  A.  M.,  that 
the  manager  requested  that  they  leave 
the  premises  or  take  up  residence  in 
the  city's  iron  cage.  They  chose  the 
first  and  another  party  goes  down  in 
the  books  as  a  good  one. 


From  the  North  Quads  come  these 
two  luscious  bits  of  news.  First,  of 
all  the  fraternities  holding  Hell  Week 
Phi  Gamma  Delta  was  the  only  house 
to  prohibit  admittance  to  the  Syllabus 
Picture  Crew.  Whassamatter  Fiiis. 
ashamed  of  your  pledge  class? 

Second,  investigation  has  disclosed 
that  Western  Union  is  again  the  goat 
in  a  series  of  practical  jokes  sponsored 
by  the  Lam  Chis.  At  3:30  A.  M. 
comes  an  urgent  telephone  message  to 
any  house  in  the  sorority  quads.  The 
person  answering  the  phone  is  told 
that  a  telegram  has  been  received  for 
a  member  of  the  house,  but  due  to  a 
scarity  of  messenger  boys  they  cannot 
deliver  it,  and  would  she  please  call 
so-and-so  to  the  phone.  Upon  answer- 
ing so-and-so  requests  the  telegram  to 
be  read  to  her,  and  is  greeted  with  a 
cheery  "Good  Morning,  darling,"  a 
snicker  and  a  loud  click  of  a  broken 
connection. 

Honestly,  it's  more  damn  fun. 

These  statistics  were  gathered  by  the 
culprits. 

Most  profane  but  most  punctual — 
Kappa  Alpha  Theta.  Next  in  line  for 
speed  came  Alpha  Phi,  Gamma  Phi, 
who  incidentally  fell  the  hardest.  Tri 
Delt  and  Delta  Gamma,  who  never 
did   answer. 
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ROFESSORS 


THEIR  LIFE 

IN  WORD  AND  PICTURE 


"Geez!  Gosh!  You're  wonderful.' 


Yog  hoo,  Mr.  Hearst — conimuaists 


"That  makes  ten  bucks  you  owe  me,  prof." 


♦ 


We'll  bite.  What  are  you  supposed  to  represent? 


Beta's  bridge  is  falling  down. 
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PRODIGIES 


PHOTOGRAPHS  BY 
FRED    S.    NIEMANN 


Don't  say  rio — please! 


'You  can  quote  me — 'Nuts! 


Who  is  this  guy  Dione,  anyway? 


All  dressed  up — so  what? 


'Sorry,  Flanigan,  my  feet  hurt.' 
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A  woman  airrving  in  this  country 
after  a  short  jaunt  to  Europe  came  to 
the  custom  office  on  debarking  from 
the  steamer. 

"Anything  to  declare,  Madame?" 
asked  the  official. 

"No,"  she  said,  "not  a  thing." 

"Quite  positive.?"  insisted  the  offi- 
cial. 

"Quite,"  she  replied  angrily. 

"Then,  Madame,"  quipped  the  offi- 
cial, "am  I  to  understand  that  the  fur 
tail  hanging  down  under  your  coat  is 
your  own?" 

— Cherub 


A  winsome  maid 
Stood   in   his   track. 
He  checked  his  horse 
And  held  him  back. 
He  swished  his  tail 
And  shook  his  flanks. 
(Of  course,  I  mean 
The  horse,  you  cranks.) 
And   kissed   her  hand. 
He  stepped  down,  bowed, 
She  kissed  his  lips. 
He  kissed  her — and 
A  soft  nay,  nay 
Was   heard   just  once. 
(Of  course  it  was  the 
Horse,  you   dunce.) 

— Colgate  Banter. 


Did'ja  hear  about  the  Kappa  Frosh 

who   thinks    smelling   salts   are   sailors 

with  B.  O.? 

.  . — Rammer-Jammer 


My  dearest  beloved,  I'm  sighing, 
I'm  a  gay  carefree  hickeroo 
And  as  to  my  lips  you  are  clinging 
I  would  give  half  my  life  dear  for  you. 

Like    women    you    look    good    to    me, 

dear 
In  your  close  fitting  garments  of  white 
Like  women  you're  here  when  I  need 

you 
Just  to  drive  away  sorrow  at  night. 

My  darling  'tis  best  that  we've  parted 
Tis  best  that  we  never  had  met 
My  darling  'tis  best  that  we've  parted 
My  destructive,  but  sweet  cigarette. 


McGruder,   you're   a   dirty   louse 
The  way  you  treat  your  pretty  spouse. 
For  no  good  reason  up  you'd  jump 
And    fetch    her    one    across    the    pos- 
terior. 
And  if  she  ever  tries  to  shout 
You   slap   her   sharply  on   the   mouth. 
My  dear  man,  do  you  ever  pause 
To    think    that    you    too    might    have 

flaws  ? 
You    say   she    used    your    shorts     for 


mops 


"When  I  was  a  little  child,"  Capt. 
Washburn  addressed  his  men  after  an 
exhaustive  two  hours  on  the  drill  field, 
"I  had  a  set  of  wooden  sailors.  There 
was  a  poor  boy  in  the  neighborhood, 
and  after  I  had  been  to  Sunday  School 
one  day  and  listened  to  a  stirring 
talk  on  the  beauties  of  charity,  I  was 
softened  enough  to  give  them  to  him. 
Then  I  wanted  them  back  and  cried, 
but  my  mother  said,  "Don't  cry,  sonny, 
some  day  you'll  get  them  back'." 

"And,  believe  me,  you  thick-headed 
college  bums,  that  day  has  come." 

— Snitched 


WANTED  TO  BREAK  IT 
The   champion   athlete   in   bed   with 
a   cold   was   told   that   he   had   a   tem- 
perature. 

How   high   is   it.   Doc?"   he  wanted 
"A  hundred  and  one." 
"What's   the  world's  record?" 

■ — Drexerd 


McGruder,    shake    my     hand,    you're 
tops ! 

— Octopus 


"Why  don't  you  do  something  for  that  bad  breath?" 
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INSIDE  STORY  OF 
SWEETNESS  AND   LIGHT 

(Continued  from  Page  13) 
Although  their  romance  has  weath- 
ered the  storms  that  broke  up  the 
Jane  Davis-Sparky  Smith  and  Marie 
Stevenson  -  Butch  Henderson  pairings 
it  has  not  survived  entirely  in  its  orig- 
inal idealism.  Edwin  has  become  a 
bit  of  a  devil — this  year  he  has  begun 
to  smoke.  Another  year  here  and  he 
might  even  take  a  drink.  If  Myra's 
improvements  on  Nature  have  almost 
hidden  the  original  model,  it  is  but 
due  to  the  insidious  influence  of  this 
campus.  Also,  if  she  has  been  more 
concerned  with  grades  than  learning, 
it  is  but  following  an  unwritten  North- 
western tradition,  "It's  not  what  you 
know  but  what  the  teachers  think  you 
know  that  gets  a  good  grade." 

Despite  these  few  shortcomings,  this 
twain  has  won  the  hearts  of  all.  As 
evidence  of  this  esteem,  Ed  is  to  be 
presented  a  graduation  gift  of  "Tom 
Swift  in  the  Woods"  and  Myra  is  to 
be  given  "Elsie  Dinsmore  at  Squirrel 
Island."  Thus  shall  the  righteous  be 
glorified. 

TRIPLETS  BORN  TO  WIFE  OF 

MAYOR 

Council  meets  to  discuss  zoning. 

—Wiscasset  Council 


"They're  Off" 

Its  the  little  things  that  bother  us 
nowadays — you  can  sit  on  a  mountain, 
but  not  on  a  tack.  Then  there  is  the 
case  of  the  ambitious  young  man  who 
started  on  a  shoe  string  and  got  slap- 
ped. 

—Red   Cay 

Your   eyes   remind   me   of   sparrows 

— always  hopping  from  limb  to  limb. 

— Oberlin  Lutejis\ 


"BLUSH" 
A  blush  is  a  temporary  arithma  and 
a  calorific  effulgence  of  the  physiogo- 
noy,  ettigilized  by  the  precipitance  of 
the  sesorum  from  a  prediciment  of  in- 
equilibrium  caused  by  sudden  shame, 
anger,  fear,  humiliation  or  other  emo- 
tions, resulting  in  a  partial  parasus  of 
the  vasomotorial  muscular  filaments  of 
the  facial  devested  of  their  elasticity. 
These  vaso-motorial  muscular  filaments 
of  the  facial,  immediately  become  suf- 
fused with  radience  eminating  an  in- 
termediated precordia. 

—Old  Maid 


Life  Guard  (with  girl  in  arms).  Sir, 
I  have  just  resuscitated  your  daugh- 
ter. 

Father:  Then  by  God,  you'll  marry 
her! 

— Cherub 


Underneath  the  mistletoe 

The   ugly  maiden  stood. 
She    stood    and    stood    and    stood    and 
stood 
And  stood  and  stood  and  stood. 

— Sneaked 

♦ 

A  student  named  John  Germ  is 
majoring  in  bacteriology  at  Ohio  State 
U.,  and  Joseph  Chemistry  is  majoring 
in  chemistry  at  Kansas  State  U. 

— Varities 

SM  ARTIE! 

"Did  you  give  your  daughter  that 
copy  of  'What  Every  Girl  Should 
Know'.?" 

"Yes,"  replied  mother  despondently 
"and  she's  writing  a  letter  to  the 
author,  suggesting  a  couple  of  dozen 
corrections  and  the  addition  of  two 
new  chapters." 

—The  Pitt  Panther 


Mother:  "Mary,  why  did  it  take  you 
so  long  to  say  good-bye  to  that  boy.?" 

Mary:  "But,  Mother,  if  a  fellow  takes 
you  to  a  movie  the  least  you  can  do 
is   kiss   him   good-bye." 

Mother:  "I  thought  you  went  to  the 
Cocoanut  Grove." 

Mary:    "Yes,   Mother." 

— Exchange 
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PARODY 


{Continued  from  Page  9) 


And  on  an  even  colder  night  imagine 

the  psychological  effect  on  the  people 

in   the   cars   pulled   up   at  a   stop-light 

along  Sheridan  Road  on  Rogers  Park, 

when    a    young    man    crossed    before 

them.  He  was  hatless,  gloveless,  clad 

in   just  a  jacket,  and  to  firmly  estab- 
lish  his   incongruous  sang    froid    was 

munching  contentedly  on  an  ice  cream 

cone  and  held  two  other  cones  in  his 

other  hand! 
R.  H.  L.,  inimitable    conductor    of 

the   ChiTrib   "Line    O'Type"    column 

recently   gave    a    little    fatherly    advice 

to  the  two  newest  members  of  the 
columnist's  fraternity.  The  two  were 
Mrs.  Eleanor  Roosevelt  and  Mrs.  Alice 
Roosevelt  Longworth.  He  told  the 
ladies  that  although  they  wouldn't 
have  any  difficulty  with  the  main,  or 
hairpulling,  part  of  their  columns, 
they  would  eventually  go  crazy  trying 
to  find  last  lines.  We  think  he  over- 
rates the  problem.  We  never  have  any 
trouble  getting  a  last  line.  As  far  as 
we're  concerned  when  the  column  is 
finished,  it's  over,  and  that's  all  there 
is  to  it.  It's  finished  now,  and  if  you 
think  it's  just  chance  that's  brought 
it  out  here,  you're  crazy.   We  planned      mencement  exercises  were  being  held. 


ALTON  ON  LUV 

{Continued  from  Page  15) 

will  getmad  and  he  ses  thay  aare  kute 
when  thay  are  mad.  Then  thay  will 
rassle  sumwhut  and  then  thay  will 
make  up. 

Ov    kourse    thair    are     blonds,     and 
thay  are  generully  sumwhut  dumb  and 
hav  frousy  hare   tew  shew  it  off  and 
thay  are  hard  tew  pleeze  and  yew  dew 
well  if  yew  eskape  thair  triks  and  in- 
treegs.    The    sheek    has    mutch    truble 
with   these   bekause   he   will   tell   wun 
he   luvs   hur   well   and   she  will   kom- 
pare  notes   with   the   uthers   and   even 
if  he   hasn't  thay   will   say   he   sed   he 
luved  them  too  and  then  thay  awl  get 
jellus   and   fite   eech   uther  and   when 
thay  get  threw  nun  ov  them  is  fit  tew 
luv  and  the  sheek  must  get  sum  mor. 
Theese    are    sum    ov  the    problums 
the  sheek  meets  with  his  meny  wimin 
whitch  kompose  his  harum  and  whitch 
are   suposed   tew   fernish   his   luv   life. 
And   I   fin   having   tew   wives   is   bad 
even  if  yew  don't  get  kaught  whitch 
I  did  the  uther  day  and  got  put  in 
jale. 

♦ 

A   bishop   was    sitting   at   a   box   in 
an  opera  house  where  collegiate  corn- 


it  this  way! 

♦ 

"Name.'"'   queried    the   immigration 
oiBcial. 

"Sneeze,"  replied  the  Chinese  proud- 

ly. 

The  official  looked  hard  at  him.   "Is 
that  your  Chinese  name.?"  he  asked. 
"No,  Melican  name,"  said  the  Ori- 
ental  blandly. 

"Then  let's  have  your  native  name." 
"Ah  Choo." 

—Log. 
♦ 


The  dresses  of  the  ladies  were  very 
decollete.  After  looking  around  with 
an  opera  glass,  one  of  the  ladies  ex- 
claimed: 

"Honestly,  bishop,  did  you  ever  see 
anything  like  it  in  your  life.?" 

"Never,"  gravely  replied  the  bishop. 

"Never,  madam,  since  I  was  weaned." 

— Punch  Bowl. 


From  the  Chemistrty  Department 
comes  this  little  story.  It  seems  that 
after  the  lone  feminine  member  of  a 
"Quaint"  class  had  made  a  low  mark 
in  an  exam  she  went  to  see  the  in- 
structor after  class. 

"Do  you  grade  on  curves.^"  the 
young  maid  asked  demurely. 

"I   do  not,"  sputtered   the  prof.   "I 
Does  anybody  remember  way  back      grade  on  what  you  put  down  on  your 

paper. 

— Green   Gander 


JUST  A  MEMORY 
She — But   remember  my   modesty! 
He — Oh,  yeah — remember? 

—Maryland  Old  Line 


"Young  man,  do  you  really  love  my 
daughter.?" 

"No.  Do  you?" 

— U.  of  Washington  Columns 


ANY  ONE  KNOWING  WHERE- 
ABOUTS Elizabeth  Barrett  communi- 
cate ti'ith  R.  /.  Barrett  \husbandQ  E. 
VRB   Times. 

1  ■ — N.  Y.  Times 
Last  time  we  heard  about  her  she 
was   going  steady   with  a  guy  named 
Browning. 

—Yale  Record 

♦ 

A  man  waiting  patiently  in  a  post 
office  could  not  attract  the  attention 
of  either  of  the  clerks. 

"The  evening  cloak,"  explained  one 
of  the  girls,  "was  a  redingote  design 
in  gorgeous  lame  brocade,  with  fox 
fur  and  wide  pagoda  sleeves." 

At  this  point  the  long-suffering 
customer  broke  in  with:  "I  wonder 
if  you  could  provide  me  with  a  neat 
red  stamp  with  a  dinky  perforated 
brim,  the  tout  ensemble  delicately 
treated  in  the  reverse  with  gum. 
Something  about  two  cents." 


when  the  word  "neck" 


was  a  noun? 


— Alabama  Rammer-Jammer 


MEMORIES  OF  A  STREET 
CAR   RIDE 

"Passengers  are  requested  not  to  put 
their  feet  on  motorman  while  the  car 
is  in  motion." 

"Passengers  are  requested  not  to 
stick   head   or  arms   out  of  seats." 

"Passengers  are  requested  not  to  put 
seats  out  of  window  while  motorman 
is  in  motion." 

"500  dollars  fine  for  talking  to  the 
motorman  of  this  car." 

"Keep  head  and  arms  off  floor  while 
motorman  is  talking." 

— Tiger 


Alpha  Phi:  "I'd  like  to  buy  a  bras- 
siere." 

Salesgirl:   "What  bust?" 

Alpha  Phi:  "I  didn't  hear  anything." 
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AND  MOVE  OVER 
Old     Maid     (hearing    noise     under 
bed): 
"Quick,  Ida,  the  lights." 
Ida:    "But   they're   on." 
Old  Maid:   "Don't  argue." 

—  Widow 

♦ 

"Got    two    bits    for    a    flop    tonight, 
buddy.?" 

"No." 

"Got  a  dime  for  a  san'vvich?" 

"No." 

"Got  a  nickel  for  a  shota  Java?" 

"No." 

"Say,  you're  in  a  helluva  fix,  ain't 
cha.?" 

— Green   Gander 

♦ 

"In  my  day,"  the  speaker  was  say- 
ing, "we  walked  and  plodded  miles 
to  go  to  school.  We  got  up  in  a  freez- 
ing room,  and  dressed  as  well  as  wc 
could  while  we  shivered.  Then  we 
walked  through  all  kinds  of  weather. 
Miles  and  miles  through  snow,  sleet, 
hail,  rain  and  blistering  sun.  It  was 
not  much  fun   then.   It  was   hell!" 

The  audience  shuddered,  but  the 
Delts  merely  laughed. 

♦ 
Major — Mister,  what  is  a  maneuver.'' 
Phi  Gam  R.  O.  T.  C. — Something 
you    put    on    grass    to    make    it    green 
sir. 

— Drexerd 

♦ 

PI  Kap — Do  you  know  the  differ- 
ence between  a  cows  tail  and  a  pump 
handle.'' 

Kappa  Phi — No. 

Pi  Kap — I'd  hate  to  send  you  after 
water. 

— Drexerd 

♦ 

"She  is  a  nicely  reared  girl,  isn't 
she?" 

"I  should  say  so.  Not  bad  from  the 
front  either." 

— North  Carolina  Wataugan 

♦ 
NEW  GAG 
Collegiate  Reporter:   I've  got  a  per- 
fect news  story. 

Editor:  How  come?  A  man  bit  dog? 
Reporter:    No,   a   bull   threw   a   pro- 
fessor. 

— Aggievator 


DGEUIORIU 

Junior 


CAMPUS  leaders  have  adopted 
the  new  "boy"  in  the  Edge- 
worth  family— Edgeworth  Jr.  Al- 
though Edgeworth  Jr.  entered  the 
colleges  only  a  few  months  ago, 
the  new,  light,  free-burning  to- 
bacco for  both  pipes  and  ciga- 
rettes is  already  "tops"  in  every 
class.  Made  by  Larus  &  Bro.  Co., 
Richmond,  "Va.  Tobacconists 
since  1877. 

CORN  COB   PIPE    CLUB    OF  VIRGINIA. 

Crossroads  fun,  old-time  music.  Every  Wednes- 
day night  at  9:00  (Eastern  Standard  Time) 
over  coast-to-coast  NBC  Blue  networlc,  direct 
from  Richmond,  Virginia. 


'  TOBACCO  \ 

forpi^e  or  cigarettes 


15il  a  tin.  Wrapped  in  moisture-proof  "Cellophane." 


30 


PURPLE     PARROT 


Predestined 

for  the  Prom 

If  YOU  want  to  get  your  man  this  leap  year,  be  yourself.  Your 
personality  will  sparkle  at  the  Prom.  And  you'll  be  irresistible 
in  one  of  these  delectable  formals  to  match  your  manner. 

Smooth 

Powder  blue  lace  over  a  swish- 
ing silk  slip.  Low  decolletage 
covered  with  a  brief  jacket. 
Wear  it  formal  or  informal  and 
look  appealing. 

Debonair 

Black  crepe  dinner  suit,  daringly 
low  decolletage  front  and  back, 
modestly  disguised  with  a  pleat- 
ed mousseline  ruff  and  tiny 
bolero $  1 4.75 

Romantic 

Full-skirted  point  d' esprit,  ruffles' 
over  the  shoulders,  four  small 
velvet  bows  down  the  back  of 
the  bodice,  delicate  peach 
shade $19.95 


Life  of  the  Party 

Aqua  stiffened  lace  over  taffeta 
slip,  with  a  clever  peplum  and 
Margot  coller  effect.  Jewelled 
clip  at  front  neckline $14.75 


LORD'S 

of  Evansion 
Fountain  Square 


INSEX 
Ques.:   "What  is  the  difference  be- 
tween a  spider  and  a  fly.?" 

Ans.:   "You  can't  sew  a   button   on 
a  spider." 

— Mills    College  Maudlin 


Judge    (to    couple) — Caught    on    a 
park  bench,  eh?  What  are  your  names.' 
He — Ben  Petten. 
She — Anne   Howe. 

— Wataugan 


There  she  sat,  surrounded  by  a  score 
of  admirers.  Her  beauty  was  beyond 
description,  but  haughty  mien  fright- 
ened away  the  less  intrepid.  As  the 
music  started  again,  the  timid  youth 
lurking  in  the  background  darted  for- 
ward. 

"Pardon  me.  Miss,  may  I  have  the 
next  dance.?" 

"I'm  sorry,  but  I  never  dance  with 
children,"  she  said  with  an  amused 
smile. 

"Oh,  a  thousand  pardons!"  he  said, 
"I   didn't   know   your   condition!" 

— Punch   Bowl. 


WEARER  OF  THE  GREEN 

A  weazened  little  Irishman  applied 
for  a  job  loading  a  ship.  At  first  they 
told  him  he  was  too  small,  but  finally 
they  gradually  increased  the  size  of 
the  load  until  he  was  carrying  a  300- 
pound  anvil  under  each  arm.  When 
he  was  half-way  across  the  gangplank, 
it  broke  and  Pat  fell  in.  With  a  great 
splashing  and  sputtering  he  came  to 
the  surface. 

"T'row  me  a  rope!"  he  shouted  and 
sank  again.  A  second  time  he  rose  to 
the   surface. 

"T'row  me  a  rope!"  he  shouted 
again.  Once  more  he  sank,  but  rose 
struggling. 

"Say!"  he  sputtered  angrily,  "if  one 
uv  you  blokes  don't  hurry  up  and 
t'row  me  a  rope  I'm  going  to  drop 
one   of  these   things!" 

— Mentor 


"Come  back  to  bed,  John.  You'll 
find  that  collar  button  in  the  morn- 
ing." 

"Who  the  hell's  looking  for  the 
collar  button?" 

— Lehigh  Burr 


OLD  FRIENDS 

His  wife,  determined  to  cure  him 
of  his  evil  ways,  with  the  aid  of  a 
sheet  and  an  electric  torch  transform- 
ed herself  into  a  fair  resemblance  of 
a  ghost.  She  went  in  and  shook  the 
drunkard. 

"Wash  that?"  murmured  the  topic. 

"This  is  the  Devil,"  came  the  an- 
swer in  sepulchral  tones. 

"Shake  hands,  old  horsh,  I  married 
your  sister." 

—Log 


A  man  should  join  a  fraternity  just 
to  see  what  ISN'T  there. 

Stranger:  (peeping  timidly  mto  A. 
X.  A.  living  room):  "Does  Harry 
Gooska  live  here?" 

Voice  from  the  sofa:  "Yes,  bring 
him  in." 

— Panther 
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ADVICE  TO   LOVELORN 

(Continued  from  Page  ii) 

for  cocktails,  then  we  went  to  the 
Congress  for  dinner.  After  dinner  he 
took  me  to  see  "Anything  Goes"  and 
from  there  to  the  Chez  Perre  for  danc- 
ing during  the  whole  evening.  In  fact 
he  spent  nearly  fifty  dollars  during 
the  evening. 

I  think  I  am  in  love  with  a  Phi  Psi 
though. 

I    don't    know    if   Dick    loves    me — 
What  shall  I  do.? 

Double  trouble,  Johnnie  Wakeman 

Answer.     Dear  Double  Trouble: 

Dick  either  loves  you  or  he 
is  crazy,  and  I  would  keep  his  friend- 
ship. The  Phi  Psi,  whether  he  loves 
you  or  not,  will  only  take  you  out  and 
buy  you  a  beer. 


Dear  Miss   Bubby-Chub: 

I  am  tall  dark  and  fairly  good-look- 
ing— I  have  a  fairly  good  allowance 
and  a  new  low-priced  car.  I  don't 
know  any  girls  as  yet  but  I  do  like 
their  company,  and  I  certainly  would- 
n't mind  spending  money  on  them  a 
couple  of  times  a  week. 

Will  you  please  tell  me  what  to  do? 
Girl  Wanted 


Answer.     Dear  Girl  Wanted: 

Don't  mention  this  to  a  soul 
and  rU  get  in  touch  with  you.  I  am 
sure   that   we   could   get   along   nicely. 


Dear  Miss  Bubby-Chub: 

I  am  in  a  terrible  mess.  I  am  a 
basketball  player  and  am  getting  along 
quite  nicely  in  that  department.  My 
troubles  are  concerned  with  the  heart. 
I  am  in  love  with  a  girl  back  in  my 
home  town,  yet  lately  I  find  myself 
very  much  interested  in  Ronnie 
O'Neall    of   the    Kappa    house.   I    like 


Ronnie  quite   well   but  don't  know   if 
I  should  go  out  with  her  or  not. 

Doubtful, 

Jean  Smith 

Answer.     Dear  Doubtful: 

Keep  in  touch  with  the  girl 
back  home,  and  interest  yourself  in 
Ronnie  O'Neall.  I'm  sure  Ronnie  won't 
know  about  the  girl  back  home.  It's 
just  between  us  two. 
♦ 

Dear  Miss  Bubby-Chub: 

I  have  a  deep  emotional  problem. 
Although  I  am  not  particularly  good 
looking,  I  am  always  in  an  excellent 
financial  situation,  and  I  have  a  nice 
car  of  my  own.  Since  my  boy  friend 
is  unable  to  afford  the  places  where 
we  go,  I  often  find  myself  paying  the 
bill  as  well  as  using  my  car.  It  has 
come  to  the  point  where  he  expects 
me  to  do  this.  I  like  him  very  much, 
but  I  am  not  sure  of  his  affection  for 
me.       Am  I  a  sucker? 

Faithful   Fanny 

Answer.     Dear   Faithful    Fanny: 
Yes. 

♦ 

Dear   Miss    Bubby-Chub, 

Your  prescription  for  getting  my 
husband's  consent  to  a  divorce  was  so 
successful  that  I  thought  I'd  enlist 
your  aid  in  another  problem.  I  thought 
the  little  squirt  would  decompose  when 
I  added  a  quart  of  Absorbine  Jr.  to 
his  bath  the  other  evning.  Thanks 
again  for  the  suggestion.  As  you  know 
(or  do  you),  I  am  a  darn  good  looker, 
29  years  old  in  my  stocking  feet,  and 
Ah  comes  fum  the  Saouth.  I  was  out 
on  a  bender  one  night  and  met  a 
prominent  gink  named  Herman,  who 
thinks  I'm  drippy.  I  love  him,  too,  and 
would  like  to  marry  him  or  some- 
thing. He's  got  dandruff  in  the  eye- 
brows, but  has  he  ever  got  the  money 
though:  Shall  I  marry  him  if  he  still 
thinks  I'm  drippy,  or  wouldn't  you 
too?      Why? 

Yours, 

Mrs.    "Drippy"    Palm    Olive 
Answer.     Dear  Drippy, 

Don't     marry     for     money, 
but  if  you  do,  relax  and  enjoy  it. 


DON'T 


FORGET  THE 


1937 

SYLLABUS 


A 

Glorious 
Record 

of 

School 

Life 


Beauty  Queens 


Picked 


By  Petty 
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0+1  boy/ WILD  CHERKif 


GREAT  LOVER 

{Continued  from   Page   lo) 

As   for   your   fidelity,   don't   make   me 

laugh. 
Everyone    knows    that    you    ran    after 

half 
The  blonds  on  the  campus.  Once  you 

had   thirty-three. 
Don't  think  after  that  you've  a  chance 

with  me! 


Absent-minded  Dean  (knocking  on 
the  Gates  of  St.  Peter) — C'mon,  open 
up  here  or  I'll  throw  the  whole  frat- 
ernity out. 

— Chaparral 


You  would  not  pan 

The  jokes  we  use 
Could   you   but   see 

Those  we  refuse!!! 

—Puppet 


"WHAT  DID  SHE  MEAN.? 
Reggy:  "Ma  writes  me  that  she  ex- 
pects to  have  a  nice  goose  for  Christ- 
mas  this    year." 

Peggy:    "Oh,    you    surely    must    go 
home,    you    mustn't   disappoint   her." 
— Kablegram 


ist  She:  First  it  was  love — he  fas- 
cinated me,  and   I  kissed  him.   .   . 

2nd  She:  Yeah,  I  know — then  he 
began  to  unfascinate  you,  and  you 
smacked  him. 

— Rival 
♦ 

She  was  only  a  tobacco-grower's 
daughter,  but  oh,  what  a  Chesterfield. 

— Hoo\ed 


Then  there's  the  indignant  co-ed 
who  exclaimed,  "I'll  give  you  just 
45  minutes  to  get  your  hand  off  my 
knee." 

— Sour  Mash 


■WOMAN  WINS  I1600  IN 
ELEVATED  SUIT 

Boston  Herald 
Nothing    like    a    little    sex    to    con- 
vince  a   judge. 

—]ac\-0-Lantern 


He:    "If   I   kiss   you,   will   you   hold 
anything    against   me.?" 

She:  "That  depends  on  you." 

— Sour  Mash 

REGISTRATION 
His    head    was   battered,    his     pants 
were  torn; 

His   shirt  was   ripped,   his   face  was 
worn. 

His   eyes   were   black — a   wreck   you 
say.? 

Hell  no,  just  registration  day. 

— Sour  Mash 
♦ 


Do    you    like    olives.? 
Olive's   what? 


-Exchange 


I've  got  a  bad  cold,  but  Anthony 
Adverse! 

■ — Sour  Mash 

PASSION 

When  I  see  those  smooth  curves, 

Voluptuous  curves. 

Proudly  arching  from  their  white 
enfoldings, 

I  am  consumed  with  passionate  de- 
sire 

For  the  frankfuter. 


George  Washington,  first  in  war, 
first  in  peace  and  first  in  the  hearts 
of  his  countrymen — and  he  married 
a   widow. 

— Sour   Mash 
♦ 

"Y'  love  this  jane?" 

"Yep,  your  honor." 

"This  your  bimbo,  girlie?" 

"You   said   a   mouthful,   judgie." 

"S'nuff.   He's   your'n.   You're   his'n. 

Ten   bucks   and   take   the   air  on   the 

riCTht.  Next." 


i 


%^% 


Among  Quadley  House  Patrons — George  Carroll 
Phi  Delta  Theta — Northwestern  Universitv 


FULL  DRESS  TUXEDO 

Midnight  blue  unfinished  worsted  new  English  model  Full  Dress  with  high,  full  chest 
and  extra  long  tails.  Single  or  double- breasted  tuxedo  with  grosgrain  lapels.  Silk  lined. 


$ 
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QUADLEY  WHITE  PIQUE  WAISTCOAT,  ?5.50 

jfincfjiep 

1 9  East  Jackson  Boulevard,  Chicago  •  564  Fifth  Avenue,  New  York 

Plaza  Circle,  Palm  Beach,  Florida  ' •- 


) 
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S/V\OKE  A  LOT. 
CAMELS  NEVER 
UPSET  My  NERVES 


RAY    STEVENS-B..b-Sled  Champ     OUTDOOR  GIRL-Margapet  Lynam     TOMMY  ARMOUR-Colf  Champion        HOUSEWIFE-Mis.  Charles  Daly         FRANK  HAWKS-Daring  Aviator 

CAMEL'S   COSTLIER  TOBACCOS  mean 

so  much  to  others  .  .  .  we  are  sure  you'll  like  them^  too! 

CAMELS  MUST  PLEASE  YOU_ 
OR  YOUVe  smoked  THEM  FREE! 


READ 

OUR  OFFER 

TO  YOU 


.  CJ^'Q; 


^o  ^ry   &^^^^^^ 
«        1,     10  fragrant  Camels.  I£  you  aon't 
Smoke  lOtrag  Wst-flavoped 

fi    A    ttem    the    miUest,     best   U 
find    them  ^^^^    ^^^^^^  ^^e 

ciftarettes  you  ever  s  ..„^ettes 

.      .  tl,  tte  rest  o£  Ae  cigarettes 

package  with  the  r  ^^^ 

Lutousatanyiin^ewiiW^ 
from    tWs    .ate,    au^je    ^a 


your  £uU  purchase  price 


R-J. 


,,EYNOLDS  TOBACCO 


Winston-Salem, 


COMPANY 

"North  Carolina 


i  19;je,  R,  J.  KcynoldsT.ib.Co, 


What  these  steady  Camel  smok- 
ers say  is  confirmed  by  new 
smokers  everywhere,  who  saw 
our  money-back  offer  to  "try 
ten". . .  and  took  us  at  our  word ! 
They  try  ten. . .  smoke  twenty. 
And  go  on,  from  pack  to  pack, 
to  explore  a  new  delight ...  as 
they  sense  the  mildness . . .  the 
coolness  . . .  the  unrivaled  flavor 
...  of  Camel's  costlier,  non-irri- 
tating tobaccos. 

Attractive  trial  offer 
We  believe    Camels   represent 
the  ideal  cigarette.  And  so  re- 
peat our  money-back  offer. 

Try  Camels.  Compare  them 
with  others  for  bouquet,  for 
throat-ease,  for  good  taste.Time 
flies— get  a  packtoday.  Join  those 
who  say  "those  costlier  tobaccos 
certainly  make  a  difference!" 


•  Camels  are  made  from  finer, 
MORE  EXPENSIVE  TOBACCOS 
—  Turkish  and  Domestic  — 
than  any   other  popular  brand. 


